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Jeff Greenwood wears the 
Storm-F.1.1.™ tech jacket 
because it's lightweight 
and made of a water- 
proof, breathable laminate. 
Ideal for those who want 


fo defy death and that 


crappy wet feeling. 
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HOW YOU SPEND YOUR TIME 


ZALES 


You feel the 
POWER 

down to your 
toes. 
EXHILARATED, 
you seize 
CONTROL. 
ESO. 

Its how 

you spend your 


TIME. 
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Swiss quartz. Solid stainless steel. 
Water resistant to 100 meters. 
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FOR A FREE DEMONSTRATION OF OUR 3-D GAMING EXPERIENGE, 
SLAM THIS MAGAZINE INTO YOUR FACE. 




























INTRODUCING THE ULTIMATE, 
NO-CGOMPROMISE, GAMER PC. 


At NEC, our gaming PGs have just taken on 
a whole new dimension. The third, to be exact. 
With two dedicated 3-D graphic accelerators, 
the NEC PowerPlayer™ 


200 MHz Pentium Processor 
sucks you right into the | Diamond Monster 3-0 
and ATI 3-D Rage 
action. graphic accelerators 


32 MB RAM/3.2 Gigabyte HD 
And don't worry, you'll HEC MultiSpin® 6x 
CD-ROM changer 





be armed with everything 
a serious gamer could ask for A 200 MHz 
Pentium® processor, 6 MB of video memory, and 
a 50-watt Advent surround sound system with 
subwoofer. We've also thrown in a Gravis 
gamepad, Thrustmaster joystick, and Logitech 
3-button Mouseman® mouse. As well as a bunch 
of today's hottest games, all reconfigured to take 
advantage of our unique 8-D technology. You can 
even head out into cyberspace and play in 
Wie real time against anyone 
| else on the net. 

| For more information, 
| mS call 1-800-NEC-INFO. 
Or, for a slightly more conven- 
” tonal demonstration, visit your local retailer. 
Available at Circuit City, GompUSA, Future 
Shop, and Fry’s. 


SEE, HEAR AND FEEL THE DIFFERENGE.” 


| Visit our web site at http:/Avww.nec.com om | ws 


©1996 Packard Bel NEC, inc. PowerPlayer is a trademark of Packard Ball NEC, inc. See, deri ish psy trp tind prc paca a et ic. PENTIUM.PRO 
NEC is a registered trademark of NEC Corporation The intel Inside logo and Pentium are regstered trademarks and the Pentium Processor logo is a trademark of Intel Corporation. PROCESSOR 
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® \ I FIRST MET LARRY KING WHEN I WAS 10.HE WAS A te ; s : 
7P> friend of my father’s from the old country - Brooklyn, } “I'm proof you Can get a life without becoming a gangster.” —Iricky, Page 46 
N.Y. Larry’s name had been mentioned, his whereabouts fol- 

lowed vaguely, the way you might follow the presidential elec- 
tionin France. Now he wascomingto stay with usin Chicago. By 
the end of the week, I had anew character in my life. Larry be- 
came a member of our family. He’s pictured in every wedding 
album, often standing between my parents. | When I was 
asked to write about Larry, I hesitated. In the past, I’ve written 
about strangers. You turn on the tape recorder, ask the ques- 
tions, write the story. Writing about someone you know is more 
complicated. You’re not just dealing with quotes and tran- 
scripts, you’re dealing with memories. And there are so many 
things you cannot include. Maybe the things I did not include 
will be suggested by those I did. | Writing this story, I found 
myself learning new things about Larry. It’s like coming to see 
your mother and father more as people than as parents. From 
the beginning, so much of my relationship with him has been 
lived in that place between the persona and the person. Years 
ago, when my dad first told me Larry hadaradio show, a picture 
formed in my head - 22, wavy blond hair, gold medallion, Beatle 
boots, suede pants. What I got instead was this chain-smoking 
old guy with heavy glasses, weird hair, big teeth. It’s OK. Larry 
is funny as hell, tells great stories and has a way of making 
everyone around him feel interesting. ~RICH COHEN 
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Introducing the all-new Mitsubishi Mirage Sedan. late for work. (Sorry.) Of course, with its zippy 


From the tires up, The All-New 1997 Mitsubishi age Sedan engine, and strut 
it’s been designed to be a truly Built For Living. —_and multi-link suspension, the Mirage 
reliable partner. So you can forget about using is as fun to drive as it is dependable. It has a 
the “| had car trouble” excuse next time you're sophisticated style, too. And while its size makes 


With its improved strut and 
multi-link suspension, the 
Mirage grips the road with 
a sports-car-like tenacity. 


Thanks to numerous advance- 
ments, the Mirage LS’ 1.8-liter 
16-valve engine supplies hearty 
low-end torque and ample power. 





For the dealer nearest you or a free brochure, call 1-800-55MITSU. Or visit our web site at http://www.mitsucars.com 
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parking a cinch, the roomy interior seats five thick door sheet metal. Best of all, prices start at 


Galant 









comfortably. Rest assured that the $12,090t The new Mirage Sedan, 


Mirage Sedan also comes loaded one of the family of high-quality 


Mirage Sedan 


with safety features that include new sedans from Mitsubishi for 1997. 


Diamante 


dual front air bags’ a stiff body structure and They're all easy to maintain and all easy to love. 


Inside, the Mirage treats its | M ITSUBISH] 
see Scr AV MOTORS | 


and a smooth and quiet ride. 


Built For Living.” 





*Designed to supplement the 3-point safety belts. tMirage Sedan LS shown with Factory Option Group A08 is $14,487. MSRP excludes taxes, title, license, registration fee, freight, 
dealer options and charges. Prices may vary. Actual prices set by dealers. The trademark Mirage is used with the consent of Grand Touring Cars, Inc., Scottsdale, AZ. 
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A rerelease of their 
long-out-of-print, 
legendary 1970 

double live album, 

on CD for the first time 
and with the full album 
on a single disc. 

Digitally remastered by 


Paul Rothchild, Bruce Botnick 
and The Doors 


© 1996 Elektra Entertainment Group, a division of Warner Communications Inc. A Time Warner Company. www.elektra.com 


ALSO AVAILABLE: 


THE DOORS | STRANGE DAYS | WAITING FOR THE SUN 
THE SOFT PARADE | L.A. WOMAN | MORRISON HOTEL 
AN AMERICAN PRAYER | IN CONCERT | BEST OF THE DOORS 


ABSOLUTELY LIVE and GREATEST HITS on sale at Tower Records 


$7.99 cassette/$12.99 compact disc 


ON ELEKTRA COMPACT DISCS AND Gitte 


CASSETTES 


JIM MORRISON 


1E DOORS 
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| GREATEST HITS 


The definitive collection, 
available for the first time 
on a single CD. 

Features rare and previously 
unreleased material, including 
the complete version of 

“The End” 

from Apocalypse Now. 

Also includes the 

full-length video for 

“The Ghost Song” 

plus other 

interactive programming. 
Remastered by Bruce Botnick 
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Hier months tn the Taklimakan Desert, 
not only do we swear by this protection system, 
our camels love at too. 


—Ned Gillette and 
Susie Patterson 
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Because Bill Clinton and Al Gore are young and fresh and full of optimism, they really can begin again. Once in power, 
they will not have all the answers. Nor will they solve all the nation’s largest problems... . Their greatest task will 
be to rebuild not just the economy but people’s faith in themselves, our native sense of optimism and self-confidence. 
€ This is the first election in which the post-World War II generation has the opportunity to take leadership of the 
nation. Clinton and Gore are men who came of age in the ’60s and whose sensibilities and value systems were formed 
then. They have the civil-rights movement, the Vietnam War, the cultural revolution, even rock & roll in their blood. . . . 
€ Putting Bill Clinton and Al Gore in the White House will give our generation the chance to renew our politics and 


to reconcile our deeply held values with the realities of government. 


OUR YEARS AGO, WITH THOSE WORDS, WE 
endorsed Bill Clinton for president. We cele- 
brated with him when he was elected and 
watched his progress with deep personal and 
journalistic interest. Like the president, we've 
all had to grow up a bit these past few years. 
We've been forced to recognize that change 
often comes at the margins and that politics 
demands compromise. Though much has 
been made of the president’s tactical retreats — in the 
embattled second half of his administration as well as 
the first two error-prone years — we think that Clinton 
has emerged from this turmoil a wiser leader. He has 
learned how to govern with skill and common sense. 

The president possesses a conflicted character: eager 
to please, perhaps to a fault. And his actions have often 
proved as vexing to his allies as to his enemies. In his 
first two years in office, President Clinton and his staff 
exhibited a combination of naiveté and arrogance that 
seemed destined to undermine his best intentions. 

The 1994 midterm elections delivered the voters’ re- 
pudiation. The historic Republican victory, which was 
led by Newt Gingrich’s demagoguery, played to the 
hopes and anxieties of fed-up citizens. The White 
House, in shock, began a harshly criticized move to the 
center, the mainstream of American politics. 

The Republican radicals, for their part, severely mis- 
calculated their mandate. In attempting to gut envi- 
ronmental and health regulations, raise the cost of 
student loans, reduce the Earned Income Tax Credit, 
cut taxes on the rich and batter the poor in myriad 
ways, Newt and Co. forced Bill Clinton to find his core 
values and to defend them vigorously. The president 
became the nation’s goalie, gaining our support by 
blocking his opponents’ shots. 

The specter of Bob Dole in the White House is 
reason enough to pull the Democratic lever on Nov. 5. 
Out of desperation, Dole has promised to drag voodoo 
economics into the ’90s. His election would guarantee 
Newt Gingrich’s return to influence. Dole has garnered 
the grudging support of right-wing zealots Ralph Reed 
and Pat Robertson. What was promised to them in re- 
turn, only those characters know for sure. 

The Clinton record, meanwhile, should be examined 
with fairness. The president has stood firm on abortion 
rights. He signed an executive order to overturn the 
Reagan-Bush-era “gag rule,” which prohibited health- 





—RS 639, Sept. 17, 1992 


care professionals in federally funded clinics from 
informing patients about the option to abort. He vetoed 
the late-term abortion bill, which was a clever political 
move by anti-abortion forces to drive a wedge into the 
nation’s pro-choice majority. 

On education, Clinton has made a difference. Direct 
student loans from the Education Department, under 
the principled Richard Riley, are cutting out the prof- 
itable, risk-free role of banks. More students are able to 
afford more loans — at a lower cost to taxpayers. 

Bill Clinton has made tough, pragmatic choices in 
foreign policy, defended the environment, cut the deficit 
and presided over a period of solid, if uneven, economic 
growth. According to a recent NBC/Wall Street Journal 
poll, Americans, by a margin of 52 percent to 22 per- 
cent, say that they are better off now than they were 
four years ago. 

Are you better off now? Perhaps too much attention 
is paid to that essentially self-serving question, which 
was originally framed by Ronald Reagan’s speech 
writers, in 1980. What about the health and well-being 
of our nation as a whole? The number of Americans 
living below the poverty line has increased 50 percent 
since 1969. Meanwhile, household incomes for the 
wealthiest 5 percent have grown 55 percent. 

Unlike his predecessor in the White House or the 
current challenger, Bill Clinton seems to grasp the long- 
term significance of a large and growing income gap. 
But so far, the president has made too little effort to 
address the problem, and it will remain a challenge to 
the next administration’s economic and social policies, 

In his first term, President Clinton signed the Brady 
Bill and the assault-weapons ban. In his second term, it’s 
imperative for him to move beyond legislative symbol- 
ism and start the real work of clearing our streets of 
guns, which means a no-holds-barred congressional 
battle against the National Rifle Association. 

The president’s efforts in certain areas, such as as- 
suring the human rights of gay men and lesbians, have 
been inconsistent and disappointing to his supporters. 
The care and feeding of the urban areas of the nation, 
likewise, have suffered from benign presidential neglect. 

There are issues on which we strongly disagree. In ad- 


EDITORIAL 


dressing the problem of crime, the president has joined | 


the mindless political posse that is promoting “three 
strikes” laws and mandatory-sentencing provisions. We 
don’t need billions more in taxes to build more prisons. 
In fact the opposite is plainly true to those who look 
carefully. We need to empty the jails of first-time, non- 
violent drug offenders who should be in treatment. In 
terms of pork-barrel military spending, the president has 
largely ducked the confrontations with the congressional 
supporters of the Pentagon. 

Bob Dole is correct in criticizing the Clinton admin- 
istration’s drug policy as halfhearted, though we are sure 
that a Republican response would be far worse for the 


country. More than one half of the inmates in federal | 


prisons are serving time for drug arrests. Mandatory | 


minimum sentences — a terrible idea, as many judges _ 


will tell you — assure that the justice system remains ar- 
bitrary, unjust and expensive. 

There is plenty of room between the polar positions 
of drug decriminalization and drug-war hysteria. Under 
President Clinton, however, it remains a dark corridor. 
It’s long past time to end this hopeless war, stop the 
demonizing of drugs and begin to formulate a realistic 
and useful drug policy that works for America. 


F BILL CLINTON WANTS TO LEAVE HIS MARK ON | 


history, he should devote his second term to ad- | 


dressing the fundamental issues that concern the 

state of American prosperity and social equity. Spe- 

cifically, this means rebuilding the economy from 
the ground up, launching major programs of public 
employment and industrial transformation. There is also 
a need to rebuild communities and to recommit the 
government to the shared obligations of public life, from 
schools to libraries to city streets. 

We would like to see a new GI Bill for young people, 
one that supports their efforts to educate themselves 
and to buy a home. There should be an energetic pro- 
gram to foster environmental responsibility in industrial 
production, transportation and agriculture. Shrink the 
military-industrial complex wisely, and shift public cap- 
ital to constructive endeavors. A serious campaign will 
be necessary to humanize the terms of global trade, to 
defend workers from exploitation, to reform taxation 
and re-regulate global capital. 

All of these initiatives are consistent with Bill Clin- 
ton’s political values — if he will abandon the timidity of 
his first term and go for broke. If public-opinion polls 


are at all accurate, the president will be given a decisive | 


victory — far surpassing his 1992 margin and perhaps 
resulting in a landslide. Taking on the nation’s real 
problems will, of course, provoke the predictable right- 
wing assault, and he will have to spend his political 
capital — and a lot of it — wisely. But if this president 
expects to be remembered as a brave and forward- 
looking leader, he must take some large risks on the 
future. Let’s hope he has it in him. rc) 





BY JANN S. WENNER 
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BROOKE SHIELDS 


VER SINCE MY SISTER CHOPPED 
| OM the hair of my Brooke Shields 
glamour doll, I’ve been a Brooke fan 
(“Why Brooke, Why Now?” RS 744). 
I’ve watched her rise in stardom, but not 
until now have I seen anyone applaud 
this “sex symbol” for her talents and ac- 
complishments. So thanks for letting 
everyone know that Brooke Shields is 
more than just a forgotten teen idol; she’s 
a well-educated, determined and, yes, 
beautiful person. Of course, if there’s any 
word of a Suddenly Susan hair make-over, 
I can give her my sister’s number. 

Mary HaBERMAN 
Grand Forks, N.D. 


OUR COVER OF BROOKE SHIELDS 
made me realize one thing: I need 

to sign up for some tennis lessons. 
TimotHy M. Carr 
Newark, Del. 


NEWT GINGRICH 


HOUGH IT MADE FOR A TERRIFIC 

piece, William Greider’s dissection 
of Newt Gingrich (“Dead Man Talk- 
ing,” RS 744) — of the speaker’s hypoc- 
risies, shallow rhetoric and downright 
degenerate approach to politics — made 
me want to vomit. Gingrich clearly rep- 
resents everything he pretends to rail 





against, including rabid partisan politick- 
ing. While I thank you for the story, 
some blame certainly lies with magazines, 
newspapers and TV — those who wanted 
just one tango with a true revolutionary. 
You guys built the snow cone, now the 
public has to eat it. 
Curis HoLDEN 
Detroit, Mich. 
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AMERICA ONLINE 


EFF GOODELL’S STORY ON AOL 
J ("The Fevered Rise of America On- 
line,” RS 744) was right-on in identifying 
the company’s real moneymaker: sex. As 
a college junior, I can’t tell you how 
many nights and monthly fees I've spent 
in our Mac lab, signing on and banging 
away at finger-numbing speeds (I even 
downloaded a learn-to-type program). At 
65 to 70 words a minute, I’ve had a mé- 
nage a trois, Jell-O sex and scored a “hum- 
mer” while pulling a wheelie at 125 on the 
autobahn. I’ve met the obvious chat- 
room jockeys and true originals. Many 
people might say it’s porn, but it takes 





thought and creativity and real commu- 
nication to pull off anything truly excit- 
ing online — much more than it often 
seems to take in the real world. And, of 
course, there’s another thing: It’s fun. 
NAME WITHHELD 


HILE THE ARTICLE ON AOL HAD 

some interesting background in- 
formation on the company, ROLLING 
STONE did a disservice to AOL users 
everywhere by focusing on the fact that 
sex is a part of cyberlife for some people. 
Readers should know friendships are 
forming, lonely people are finding com- 
panionship, happy people are helping 
others to find happiness — a real com- 
munity has formed, and sex is not really 
a major focus. 

My AOL friends have helped me 
through a divorce, and filled my hospi- 
tal room with flowers and my mailbox 
with birthday cards and gifts. I thank 
AOL for bringing us together, and I say 
phooey to RoLtinG STONE for run- 
ning such a judgmental and closed- 
minded article. 

GhosstMyst @aol.com 


LOVe LETTERS & 
a DVI C e (" 65 words a minute, I've had aménage a trois Jell-O sex and more than a little in" 


sides of the story, proving to anyone who 
read it that these boys from Boston 
haven't fallen off the wagon. Thanks for 
easing our minds and helping readers real- 
ize that rumors aren’t always true. 
AMANDA LYNCH AND ANGIE GiRAUDO 
Newark, Calif. 


HOLY ROCK & ROLLERS 


HANKS FOR THE GREAT ARTICLE 
on Christian rockers (“Holy Rock 
& Rollers,” RS 744). It’s about time that 
the media recognize the great talent of 
these people for praising God in a way 
people actually want to listen to. Also, 








thanks for dispelling the notion that 

Bible thumpers don’t know how to have 

fun. A DC Talk concert is as rockin’ as 

any good live show, without the profan- 
ity or violence. 

Hope ZANTI 

Glen Burnie, Md. 


LOU BARLOW 


INALLY, LOU BARLOW AND THE 
brilliant Sebadoh have been recog- 
nized (“Kind of Blue,” RS 744). It is good 
to see that after years of making great 





music and writing some of the most heart- 
felt lyrics, Barlow is finally getting his due. 
Tim A. JONES 
Midland, Mich. 


AEROSMITH 


Te GLAD TO SEE THAT SOMEONE 
finally has the balls to clear Aerosmith’s 
name (“Aerosmith in a Hard Place,” RS 
744). Your article sufficiently covered both 





ik scayenee HOPE THAT STEVEN 
Tyler is not back on drugs, but if he 
is, then it’s his own damn business, It is 
in very poor taste for Aerosmith’s em- 
bittered former manager, Tim Collins, to 
spew out such unsubstantiated rumors 
like that. 
Matcoim D. Prince 
Bronx, N.Y. 


RANDOM NOTES 


FTER READING YOUR RANDOM 
A nore about the Aug. I7 Phish con- 
cert in Plattsburgh, N.Y. (RS 744), we 
wanted to let you know that it was our 
son, Jim Drew, who passed away at the 
concert. Jim’s death was not due to a 
drug overdose, as reported, but rather 
from gastrointestinal bleeding caused by 
the abuse of drugs and alcohol. 

We would like readers to know that 
Jim was a wonderful person, that he was 
known and loved by many Phish fans, 
He was a taper at most of their shows, 
and his tapes are considered some of the 
best around. At 6 feet 3 inches and 250 
pounds, Jim was easily spotted and al- 
ways had a huge smile and hug for every- 
one. We are all devastated by his untime- 
ly death. We had tried for many years to 
encourage him to stop using drugs, but 
to no avail. Our love for him is timeless 
and limitless. We pray that his soul will 
rest in peace. 

MARILYN AND DAN DREW 
dandrew@inetdirect.net 


Address your correspondence to the Letters Editor, Rout- 
ING STONE, 1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York, 
NY 10104-0298. By fax: 212-767-8214. By e-mail: rolling 
stone @echonyc.com. Include your address and telephone 
number. 4 ROLLING STONE does not assume respon- 
sibility for unsolicited materials and will return only those ac- 
companied by a stamped, self-addressed envelope. A Ques- 
tions about subscriptions to ROLLING Stong? Send 
inquiries to PO Box 55329, Boulder, CO 80322-5329, or send 
e-mail to rssubs@aal.com. For customer service outside the US. 
call 303-604-1465 (6 a.m. to 9 p.m. MST), 4 To order 
back issues, send $10 and issue number to ROLLING STONE, 
International Subscriptions, 30 Montgomery St., Jersey 
City, NJ 07302. By phone: 201-451-9420. By fax: 201-451-5745. 
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DRAWINGS BY JAMES T. PENDERGRAST 
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the same reasons Honda puts them 

on its Passport, Isuzu puts them on its 

siac ROE ON ay aE NOT ty ee a m4) Rodeo, Chevrolet puts them on its ZR2Z 
do you suppose they'd do something other light truck tires have two, ee ae pickup and a whole sie 
like that? Maybe for the same reasons Chevrolet puts _ panies put them on THEIR hottest vehicles: E 

joodrich tires on its award-winning Tahoe. Maybe for a blast. Because they offer outstanding traction. Because 


Land Rover, that is. Laud Reiay p TriGard*construction 7 AA 
means that ourRadial @gp7z NUE 

All-Terrain 1/A° and ——=— 

Radial Mud-Terrain == 
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they're tough as Dobermans and last a long, long, L-O-N-G with something other than BFGoodrich T/A tires, now would be 
time. Did you know that off-the-shelf BFGoodrich T/A tires-the an unusually good time to correct the oversight. BFGoodrich 
same T/A tires you can buy—have won major off-road races _—_‘T/A tires. They might just be a truck-driving man’s best friend 
like the Baja 1000? Which kinda corroborates what <<— BFGoodrich’ V/A’ Tires: 

we were saying a second ago about BFGoodrich T/A ‘WL bE A  thphAk 3D 
tires being so tough and all. If YOUR vehicle came 
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Joined in wedlock in Sea Bright, N.J., were 
Bon Jovi drummer Tico Torres and Won- 
der-Bra’s Eva Herzigova (flanked by 
Heather Locklear and Richie Sambora). 
“She’s my muse,” declares Torres, who ser- 
enaded his bride with “Just the Way You 
Look Tonight.” “I couldn’t find anything 
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tlanta’s Big Day Out — a mini- 
— summit of Mall-ternative Nation 
bands du jour — featured 311 and GRAVITY 
KILLS. And like any good outdoor show, it 
was darn wet. “We have electronic equip- 
ment onstage,” said FUN LOVIN’ CRIMINALS’ 
frontman, HUEY. “We were wary it would 
blow up.” Backstage, he recalled meeting 
DAVID BOWIE at a festival. “I called him ‘sir,’ 
and he got pissed,” said Huey. “I couldn't 
help it; I used to be in the Marines.” 


RICK DIAMOND 
2 


ae | 
Se 


311 Baeaiat P-Nut shows off his tattoos. 









more appropriate,” he says of the tune. 








he Rock & Roll : 
Hall of Fame and | 
Museum is | year old! It cel- 
ebrated with a 10-day WOODY 
GUTHRIE hoopla, which cli- 


maxed at a concert at Cleve- 
















PHILIPPE SOULIERS| 


land’s Severance Hall. Per- 
, formers joining Guthrie's son 
ARLO at the hall were as di- 
verse as neo-folkie ANI DIFAANCO || 
and old-timer PETE SEEGER, as 


This hall was made for you and mes Arlo Guthrie, Bruce Springsteen, high-profi le as SOUL ASYLUM’s 
Tin Robbins, Dave Pirner and Billy Bragg Grown el abehe Rook | sve pinuth aici UE SUNG 
Roll Hall of Fame’s Woody Guthrie celebration, in Cleveland. and ‘ 


AL PRESTO? 


NE 


STEEN, and as underappreci- 
ated as JOE ELY and BILLY BRAGE. 
“Woody was a great expo- | 
nent of political pop before 













pop was invented,” says 







Bragg. The entire gang 
gathered onstage for the 
obligatory finale, “This Land 
Is Your Land.” 
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t was billed as There Will Be No Year 2000, and | grade-school safety patrol,” said Thompson), com- 
it was kind of like a college lecture, except the puters (“A plot by fascists”), BILL MURRAY’s Thompson- 





professor — the esteemed DR. HUNTER $. THOMPSON — | esque role in Where the Buffalo Roam (“That's a lot for 
beat up an inflatable sex doll. “He’s my hero,” said co- | a friendship to survive”) and the day that Thompson 
host JOHNNY DEPP, whose L.A. club, the Viper Room, set off explosives with Depp, KATE M058 and her mom. 


provided the setting. “He lives and breathes experi- At curtain call, the good doctor called the crowd “im- 
ences, and not many people do.” Topics included: mensely civilized,” though he added, “I prefer to have 
WILLIAM BURROUGHS (“He was a junkie before I was on the | people tossing bouquets of mushrooms onstage.” 
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SHORTS BY CHAMPION 


RICK OLIVIER 





KEVIN MAZUR 


=x ae 
; , Deadhead Tom Konicke (left) with Wavy Gravy 
| In 





A 
t aswank New York party hosted by WAVY 


. — GRAVY, executive Deadheads launched a 
— | tf ie Re line of GRATEFUL DEAD ties (profits benefit the Rex 





sts keees nes ‘ SE Foundation). Conspicuously out of place were the 

a | | 7 >. a re ~~ . | | few real Deadheads in attendance. “They asked me 
| | aS eS to come here as an atmospheric thing,” says lM 

M KONICKE, who was at a downtown hippie club when 


| \' ii T= wy . 4 | a spokesman for the event approached him. “T 
a) fy] 


don’t think these people know what it’s all about.’ 





_— SEE Republica’s Saffron, kidlike in New Orleans 


AN 

ene weeks into REPUBLICA’s first U.S. jaunt, 

and they’re on their third tour bus. The 
first one’s engine burned up, stranding them in the | : | 
midst of a bagworm outbreak in Oklahoma (“It fetal see = Augie sy a ool-guy actor 
was like Arachnophobia,” shudders singer SAFFRON); jf mee) STEVE BUSCEMI (Mir. 
the second was a loaner from PEARL JAM. Vehicular - = = es = » 7 Pink to you) enlisted 
woes aside, Republica have been thrilled by a Ss <a ew > =a folkster HAYDEN to pen the 
Yank ritual: slam-dancing. “We sitonthe busand Pq Boe Ne title track for Buscemi's 
giggle every night,” says keyboardist I!M DORNEY, = directorial debut, Zrees 
post-gig at New Orleans’ Howlin’ Wolf club. “In | Lounge. Unaccustomed to 
London, they'd rather stand and look cool.” = writing songs not about 

himself, Hayden copped 

from Buscemi’s script for 


the chorus. “It was a dif- 


DANNY CLINCH 


ferent sort of song for 
Buscemi (left) with Canadian me,’ says Hayden. “Steve 


punk-rock folk singer Hayden became a part writer.” 
<< 
n-camera bickering is mandatory on Comedy 
Central’s Politically Incorrect, but what happens when 





the tape stops rolling? Guests BETSY HART (a conservative colum- 
nist) and GIBBY HAYNES (of the BUTTHOLE SURFERS) took it backstage. 


Betsy: “You're a jerk.” Gibby: “Oh, that’s smart.” Betsy: “I 
know, ‘cause I'm not a jerk.” Gibby: “Please keep repeating 
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+] that, it may come true.” “She was livid,” says Haynes. “Mid- 





tina 






western mother of two with a Volvo. It’s a beautiful thing, but 
| . get out of my face.” Onstage, the panel — which included JAMES 
“Incorrect” host Bill Maher (left) with Haynes COBURN — discussed 2PAC’s death and 808 DOLE’s proposed tax cut. 
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This election year, appoint the best members to your cabinet. 
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ization that consults with celebrities, corpora- 
tions and government agencies that receive 
threats. Moreover, Dietz estimates that “one in 
every 20 adults will be stalked in their lifetime.” 
Stalking, according to Lt. John Lane of the 
Los Angeles Police Department’s Threat Man- | 





the victim of a self-inflicted 38-caliber gunshot 
_ wound to his head. In a bizarre twist, the unem- 

ployed exterminator had videotaped his suicide 
_ while Byjork’s song “I Miss You,” from her most 
recent album, Post, played in the background. 
He had labeled the cassette: “Ricardo Lopez: 


By Lorraine All 





N SEPT. 17, A POTENTIALLY LETHAL | 
booby trap packed with sulfuric acid 
and addressed to Bjérk was inter- 


cepted mere miles from the singer's 
home in London. Scotland Yard's anti-terrorist 
branch located the device at a post office in 
South London after being tipped off by Florida 
police that the deadly package was en route from 
the United States. The device had been sent by 





Last Day.” His plan to harm Bjérk was foiled 
when the police, after they discovered his body, 
found other videotapes in his apartment that 
documented his scheme. 

Unfortunately, Lopez’s obsessive brand of fan- 


| dom is all too common. “Anyone who's ever been 


on the cover of a magazine has been stalked more 


| agement Unit, is “the malicious, repeated harass- 


ment of another person, coupled with a credible 
threat that would cause the victim to fear for 
their safety.” A credible threat, says Lane, could 
be anything from “an overt communication to do 
harm, all the way down to a more subtle pattern 
of conduct that, when taken in its totality, would 


TICE/OUTLINE (BJORK); AP/WIDE WORLD PHOTOS 


ROCK& ROLL 








than once,” says Dr. Park Dietz, founder of the | cause someone to fear for their life.” 


21-year-old Ricardo Lopez, who had been found | 
Threat Assessment Group, a West Coast organ- | _ In the recent past, stalking fans have broken | 


dead in his Hollywood, Fla., home on Sept. 16, 
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WE SCARY THING about stalkers is that it’s like they're 





everywhere. You start to think that they’re supernatural.” 


police say, apparently fed on that infor- | and occur as part of six different mental 





Lennonand his murderer, 
Mark David Chapman 


into the homes of David Letter- 
man and Cindy Crawford; Raging Bull 
actress Theresa Saldana was stabbed 10 
times by a knife-wielding stalker in 1982; 
and Rebecca Schaeffer, of the television 
series My Sister Sam, was murdered in 1989 
by an armed man who showed up at her 
doorstep. Rock stars as varied as Rod 
Stewart, Eddie Vedder, Lisa Germano 
and Anne Murray have reported fans who 
have written, phoned or physically stalked 
them. The most notorious stalker, of 
course, is Mark David Chapman, the 
man who shot and killed John Lennon, in 
1980. Close behind is Madonna’s now- 
incarcerated stalker, Robert Dewey Hos- 
kins, who showed up at the singer’s Holly- 
wood, Calif., mansion several times in 
1995, threatening to “slit her throat from 
ear to ear” before a security guard shot 
and wounded him. 

Stalking as a phenomenon has cap- 
tured the popular imagination. Sensa- 
tional stories on crazed fans fuel tabloid 
journalism and are often tucked between 
tales of stars and strippers on TV’s Hard 
Copy. Stalking references have become 
the joke du jour for ’90s stand-up comics 
and sitcom wisecrackers, and the subject 
of films such as The Fan and Misery. That 
doesn’t make the reality of the criminal 
trend any less harrowing for the victims. 

“Being a celebrity carries with it a 100 
percent risk of being stalked,” says Dietz, 
a forensic psychiatrist. “The question is, 
How many stalkers does the celebrity 
have? One case we studied had 600 active 
pursuers at once.” Dietz has testified in 
stalking cases involving Michael Jackson, 
Olivia Newton-John and Cher, as well as 
in the high-profile cases of would-be Ron- 
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ald Reagan assassin John Hinkley, 
serial killer Jeffrey Dahmer and the 
Menendez brothers. 

According to the Threat Assess- 
ment Group, an estimated 200,000 
stalkers are at large in the United 
States. “A hundred years ago you'd 
find mental hospitals full of people say- 
ing they were Christ or the husband of 
Mary,” says Dietz. “Now they claim to 
be a celebrity or their wife. Celebrities 
are the new religion. The problem is 
that these celebrities are real people.” 

Spurred on by the increasing 
number of threats against stars and 
the murder of Rebecca Schaeffer, 
the LAPD set up the 
Threat Management 
Unit in 1990 to deal specif- 
ically with stalking cases. 
California also passed a 
law in 1990 making stalk- 
ing a crime; since then, 
all the other states have 
passed similar anti-stalking 
laws. In September, Presi- 
dent Clinton signed a law 
that makes stalking a federal crime. 
Catching the people who would break 
these laws is another matter. 

“The bulk of approaches | by stalkers] 
is not even detected by security or enter- 
tainers themselves, because the pursuers 
don’t call attention to themselves,” says 
Dietz. “They include people who will get 
up in the pit during a show and try to 
shake hands with the performer, or peo- 
ple crowded around the stage door.” 

Lane points out that “there are plen- 
ty of cases where the suspect initially 
has no intention to cause fear in the per- 
son they’re obsessed with. They’re sim- 
ply enamored.” Usually, stalkers don’t act 
any differently from the rest of the crowd. 
“Most of the time, no one knows who 
they are,” says Dietz. “The ones who get 
the attention are the ones who show up at 
the [star’s] home with a weapon.” 

Bjork's stalker never got that far. The 
police discovered Lopez’s decomposing 
body on the floor of his studio apart- 
ment after neighbors had complained of 
a foul odor. Lopez, who had intended 
for his device to spray sulfuric acid on 
the singer when she opened the pack- 
age, had been dead for four days when 
his corpse was discovered. The police 
found 10 other self-made videotapes, 
dated from Jan. 14 to Sept. 12, the day 
Lopez killed himself. 

Bjérk, who rose to prominence with the 
Sugarcubes in the late ’80s, has been the 
target of much gossip in the British press 
since she went solo four years ago. The Ice- 
landic-born singer's relationships with trip- 
hop star Tricky and British D] Goldie 
have been largely publicized. Lopez, the 





mation. “Basically, the tapes amounted to 
a nine-month diary of Lopez saying how 


he was obsessed with [Bjork],” says L.A. | 


police spokesman Todd DeAngelis, “how 
she was dating a black man, and that was 
unacceptable to him — and how he wanted 
to bring her harm.” Lopez actually taped 
himself making the booby-trapped device 
and preparing to send it. “Fortunately, he 
held it up to the camera and said, ‘I’m 
going to mail it} and left,” says DeAngelis. 
“From him holding it up to the camera, we 
were able to get the address off it, and we 
notified Scotland Yard.” 

When Bjork learned of the incident, 
she told reporters, “I just find it very sad. 
People should not take me too literally 
and go into my personal life.” 

Singer/songwriter Lisa Germano was 
stalked for two years by a man from her 
hometown, in Indiana, after he spotted 
her playing backup violin for John Mel- 
lencamp. The stalker wrote, phoned and 
followed Germano on tour. “It 
started to completely take over 
my whole life,” says Germano, 
who wrote the song “A Psycho- 
path” about the situation for 


Madonnaandhernow-imprisoned 
stalker, Robert Dewey Hoskins 


her third solo album, Geek the Girl. “I was 
always looking over my shoulder; I got an 
alarm system, and I couldn’t sleep, just 
knowing he knew where I was. The scary 
thing about stalkers is that it’s like they’re 
everywhere. You start to think that 
they're supernatural.” 

Germano’s stalker had delusions that 
the singer was his long-lost girlfriend and 
that God was telling him to reunite with 
her. According to Dietz, those kinds of 


delusions are common among stalkers 












illnesses: schizophrenia, mania, major de- 
pression with psychotic features, delu- 
sional disorder, delirium and dementia. 
The first three disorders are most com- 
mon among the stalking population, 
Dietz says. He says that most stalking 
behavior comes from delusional disor- 
ders, which affect three out of every 
10,000 people. 

It wasn’t until Germano’s stalker beat 
up a neighbor of Mellencamp’s guitarist 
that the stalker was finally put into a 
psychiatric clinic and the harassment 
stopped. “What really makes me angry,” 
says Germano, “is [that the authorities] 
won't do anything about it until [the 
stalker] gets you.” 

Many stalking victims share Germanos 
complaint that police departments are ill- 
equipped to deal with such incidents. But 
through research, the Threat Assessment 
Group has attempted to draw up a com- 
posite of which persistent pursuers are 
likely to harm a public 
figure. The organization 
screens and studies poten- 
tially threatening letters to 
celebs, then investigates 
the letter writers’ histories 
of violence, mental illness, 
substance abuse and levels 


ous subjects. 

Dietz declined to give 
the results of the studies, 
explaining that stalkers often 
use information that they glean 
in articles to get to their victims. 
He stresses, however, that no 
profile precisely identifies a per- 
son as a dangerous stalker. John 
Lennon’s killer, a born-again 
Christian and one-time camp 
counselor, had little contact 
with his victim prior to the mur- 
der, while Madonna’s pursuer, 
who claimed that the singer was 


his wife, had phoned her and 


much as it is trying to undet- 


sent numerous death threats. | 
“Every case is unique,” says © 
Dietz. “It’s not a matter of look- | 
ing for statistical predictors so | 























of hostility in order to | 
identify possibly danger- _ 





stand the particular person and what | 


motivates them.” 

The solution to stalking may lie in bet- 
ter care for the mentally disturbed, more 
accurate predictors of who will commit 
the crime and an increased awareness on 
the part of law enforcement and the 
celebrities themselves. But for now, stalk- 
ing leaves a scar on the victim that is slow 
to heal. “The worse part about it,” says 
Germano, “is that it makes you distrust 
everybody. Everybody.” dd 
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“Draft Dodger Rag”: Geffenin performance 


POP SINGER RILES 
ISRAEL! RIGHT 


By Vince Beiser 


T TAKES A LOT TO SHOCK ISRAE- 
lis, who are inured by decades of 
war, terrorism and assassination, 
but Aviv Geffen, one of the Jewish 
state’s biggest rock stars, has managed to 
do it — again. In an early September inter- 
view in the teen-oriented Ma‘ariv Youth 
magazine, the 23-year-old singer advised 
his fans to respond to the election victory 
of the right-wing Prime Minister Benja- 
min Netanyahu thusly: “Pack your bags 
and flee Israel.” 

“I speak with utmost seriousness,” 
Geffen went on to say. “I’m embar- 
rassed by the government and the fact 
that Netanyahu, this empty and hol- 
low-hearted man, represents me.” 

Geffen’s preference for the more dovish 
Labor Party is no secret: He embraced 
Prime Minister Yitzhak Rabin onstage at 
the Tel Aviv peace rally at which Rabin 
was assassinated by a right-wing Jewish ex- 
tremist. But in a country founded by 
Zionist immigrants for whom moving to 
Israel was a sacred duty and leaving was 
virtually treason, Geffen’s recent remarks 
crossed the line. Hundreds of furious par- 
ents canceled their children’s subscriptions 
to Ma ‘ari Youth, and public figures, from 
talk-show hosts to President Ezer Weiz- 
man, denounced Geffen. A government 
official from Netanyahu’s Likud Party 
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called on Israeli youth to 
“boycott” Geffen, and a 
former education minister 
recommended that Geffen 
take his own advice. 
Under pressure, Geffen 
backpedaled the day the ar- 
ticle came out, saying he 
had only meant to make a 
statement about the peace 
process. “Israeli youth are 
tired of the army and the 
government and all this 
macho stuff,” he told Rott- 
ING STONE. “I meant they 
should go travel, see the 
world, have their freedom. 
I'm not saying they should 
leave the country forever.” 
Geffen, who performs in 
heavy makeup and heaps 
scorn on the country’s most 
revered institutions, em- 
bodies everything that of- 
fends tradition-minded 
Israelis. “The Wall of Pink 
Floyd means more to me 
than the Western Wall,” 
says Geffen, speaking of 
Judaism’s holiest place. “I 
don’t believe in stones; I 
believe in human beings.” 
The son of renowned 
poet Yehonathan Geffen 
and the grandnephew of a 
legendary Israeli general, 
Moshe Dayan, Geffen is no 
stranger to headline-grabbing controversy. 
He is an outspoken advocate for the 
rights of women, gays and animals, and his 
1995 Israeli hit, “Nowhere,” was almost 
banned because of its graphic descriptions 
of incest. But far more outrageous, in a 
country that worships its armed forces, are 


Geffen’s anti-military songs and his flaunt- 





“Israeli youth 
are tired of the 
army, the govern- 
ment and all 

the macho stuff.” 


ing of having avoided military service. 
“Aviv Geffen is Israel's first genuine 


rock rebel,” says Calev Ben-David, arts | 


editor of the Jerusalem Report, an Israeli 
newsmagazine. “But the fact that even 
Geffen had to backtrack from his latest 
pronouncement shows just how ultimate- 
ly conformist Israeli society is. If he was 
really as radical as his pose, he would have 
been on a plane already.” 

Geffen is now aiming for an interna- 
tional audience and has a live MTV con- 
cert and an English-language album in the 
works. He says he may in fact leave Israel 
— but only to go to London for his career. 
“I'm a rebel,” Geffen says. “I want to 


change the world, and I will ... maybe.” Jd 











Death Row Reportedly Under FBI investigation 





Police sweep L.A. 





in the wake of 





SHAKUR murder 


N OCT. 2, OFFICERS FROM 
the Compton, Calif, police 
department and agents from 
the Federal Bureau of Inves- 
tigation and the Bureau of Alcohol, To- 
bacco and Firearms staged a pre-dawn 
raid on 37 gang locations in and around 
Los Angeles, rounding up 23 alleged 
gang members, including, reportedly, 
one suspect in the Sept. 7 murder of rap- 
per Tupac Shakur. 

According to a spokesman for the 
Compton Police, Capt. Steven Roller, the 
raid was a reaction to 12 gang-related 
shootings that have occurred in South 
Central Los Angeles since the Shakur 
slaying and was not specifically connected 
with the murder of the late rapper. Roller 
says, however, that the police investiga- 
tions have revealed that “some of the 
motives in these cases have been the Tu- 
pac shooting,” Roller says that gang shoot- 
ings in Compton have increased since 
Shakur was murdered. 

Anonymous police sources have told at 
least two newspapers that one of the peo- 
ple nabbed, 22-year-old reputed Crips 
member Orlando Anderson, is a suspect 
in the Shakur murder. Anderson, whose 
street name is Lando, was arrested by 12 
officers at 6:45 a.m. at his Lakewood, 
Calif, home for his alleged role in an 
unrelated April murder. His lawyer, Edi 
M.O. Faal, told the Los Angeles Times that 


OBITUARIES 


AY COLEMAN, who penned 
biographies of, among others, John 
Lennon, Eric Clapton and Paul Mc- 
ane, died Sept. 10 of cancer at his 
home, in Shepperton, 
England. He was 59. 
&| From 1970 to 1979, 
s&| Coleman was the edi- 
tor in chief of Melody 
Maker, one of Eng- 
land’s most prominent 
music publications. 
Coleman is per- 
haps best known for 
Lennon, a two-volume set. Completed 
in 1984, four years after Lennon’s mur- 
der, it remains the most comprehensive 
work on the late Beatle. 





NNE BEVERLEY, mother of 
Sex Pistols bassist Sid Vicious, was 
found dead of an apparent drug overdose 
Sept. 6 in her home, in Swadlincote, 


Anderson was the man caught on video- 
tape in a scuffle with Shakur at the 


MGM Grand Hotel hours before the | 


rapper's shooting, “[ Anderson] had noth- 


ing to do whatsoever [with the Shakur | 
“He did not | 


shooting],” added Faal. 
know his attacker was Mr. Shakur.” 


Las Vegas police detectives interviewed | 


Anderson for more than an hour but 
admitted that they didn’t get much from 
him. “At this point in time, nothing we 
learned has helped us along,” says Sgt. 
Kevin Manning of the Las Vegas Metro 
Police Department. Anderson was re- 


leased on the night of Oct. 2; L.A. Depu- 


ty District Attorney Janet Moore, chief of 


the district attorney's gang unit in Comp- 
ton, declined to file any charges of murder 
or attempted murder against Anderson, 
citing a lack of evidence. 

Meanwhile, the FBI is reportedly in- 
vestigating 31-year-old Death Row Rec- 
ords chief Marion “Suge” Knight and 
the Death Row organization for alleged 
connections with the Bloods street 
gang. Knight has a penchant for red, the 
Bloods’ color, and wears a pinkie ring 
with the diamond-encrusted initials 
MOB, areported acronym for “Member 
of Bloods.” One of the 37 locations that 
the police obtained a warrant to search 
was Knight’s childhood home, in Comp- 
ton, which the Death Row Records 
chief still owns. —JOSEPH V. TIRELLA 





England. She was 
63. Authorities lo- 
cated the body after 
friends of Beverley 
received letters that 
were sent before her 
death, stating that 
she intended to kill 
herself. Inside the 
residence, the police 
found her clothes neatly packed anidiliee 
credit cards cut in half. 

Beverley was a registered drug addict 
who once admitted to supplying her son 
with the heroin that caused his lethal 
overdose, in February 1979. At the time, 
Vicious had been charged with the stab- 
bing death of his girlfriend, Nancy Spun- 
gen, who was found dead the previous 
year in the Chelsea Hotel, in New York. 
This year, Beverley had been openly crit- 
ical of the Sex Pistols’ Filthy Lucre re- 
union tour, calling it “sad and pathetic,” 
and saying that Vicious would have been 
“rolling in his grave.” oo 
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> WORLD PHOTOS (MIDDLE); BARRY PLUMMER (BOTTOM) 
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You don’t need a Ph.D in quantum mechanics to 
enjoy true home theatre sound. Heck, you don’t 
even have to know how to-spell Ph.D. Introducing 
Kenwood’s revolutionary Centerstage Home 
Theater System. It’s a complete system with all 
the Dolby* electronics and amplifiers built .— 
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whole system is only about S400. Which means 
that even if you’re not a model, but just look 
like one, you can probably afford it. For 
the nearest dealer call 1-800-KENWOOD. Or 


NAR-th aol) mt ol ch, Amn, A=) OMT Rama Au ea. 4104401 0lelUl-ts melolag| 


KENWOOD 


HOME AUDIO. CAR AUDIO. COMMUNICATIONS. 

















I re ee 
— - e bia Po Oe ie syvint ust? 
St Bree TSC Sa eae oo nS vi 


eaanenng sen EIEIO SN EI EIT ToL ne re es YON ON SIE B= 





- 
: 


eH Se eee 


_— 

















‘Ironic’ parodies flood the airwaves 


ISIVT IT 





















aLans? 


By Christina Kelly 


LANIS MORISSETTE HAS 
taken her share of ribbing 
this year on account of her 
hit single “Ironic.” To begin 
with, some wiseacres have pointed out 
that she misuses ironic: In the song, she 
catalogs a list of supposed ironies — “A no- 








“Ironic” traffic jam: ‘Alison: Jimmy 
McBrideand Wesley Willis (from top) 


smoking sign on your cigarette break,” for 
instance — that don’t quite fit the dictio- 
nary’s definition of the term. And recent- 
ly, her video for the song has been the sub- 
ject of a slew of parodies. 

The first takeoff was almost begging to 
be made. In the original video for “Ironic,” 
Morissette, inexplicably, is seen in four 
corners of a car, wearing different colored 


sweaters and frolicking about. Never was 
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a video more ripe for parody by Mae 
McBride, MTV's philosophizing Bos ton 
cabbie, who appears in short promotional 
clips on the network. 

‘Jimmy McBride’s whole world hap- 
pens in a cab, and that video takes place 
in a car,” says Jesse Peretz, who with Clay 
Tarver co-directs the McBride spots. (Per- 
etz and Tarver attended Harvard with 
Donal Logue, who plays McBride.) If the 
sight of Jimmy McBride throwing an 
Alanis-like tantrum with his greasy 
hair tied in pigtails isn’t enough to 
make you pee yourself, maybe his 
idea of irony is. “It’s like meeting the 
girl of your dreams and finding out 
that she’s 5,” McBride intones. “It’s 
like going crazy when you're al- 
ready nuts.” 

Also recently getting airplay is a 
version of “Ironic” credited to a lit- 
tle girl named Alison, who mimics 


is the niece of someone in Moris- 
sette’s road crew. After Alison’s 
father made the video at the To- 
ronto television station where he 
works, the crew member showed 
Morissette the video. “Alanis 
thought it was cute,” said her pub- 
licist. “MTV heard about it and 
asked if they could run it.” 
According to Ozzy Osbourne 
concertgoers, even the former 
Black Sabbath singer has gotten 
into the act. A recent tour featured 
a pre-show trailer in which Moris- 
sette was mocked: In the clip, ex- 


cerpts of the “Ironic” video were in- 


car, picking his nose and wearing 
underwear on his head. 
To round out the parodies, 


released a single, “Alanis Moris- 
sette.” He, too, is a fan. Speaking 
on the radio on The Howard Stern 
Show, Willis said: “I like the way 
she rock. I like the way she roll. I 
like the way she whip a horse’s behind 


Morissette’s antics while lip-syncing | 
to the song, It turns out that Alison | 


tercut with shots of Osbourne ina | 


Wesley Willis, the schizophrenic | 


American Recordings artist, has | 
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with a belt.” His video simulates three of | 


Morissette’s videos: Willis is seen in the | 


same type of Adidas jacket that Moris- 
sette wears in her video “You Learn,” in all 
four corners of a car and presiding over a 
parade. Willis’ video was directed by 
David Kleiler, a former roommate of Clay 
Tarver, the Jimmy McBride co-director. 
Tronic, don’t you think? Jd 
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Above: Iggy Popshot by Lavine. 
Right: One moretime for Hoon. 


IN’T TALKING ABOUT A VAN HA- 
len reunion anymore. Round 1: In 
a seething letter written on Oct. 2, 
DAVID LEE ROTH accused EDDIE VAN 
HALEN of lying “about [Roth] be- 
ing considered for the lead singer” and 
letting “[him] appear on MTV [Video 
Music Awards] under the impression 
that there was a likelihood that Van 
Halen and I were reuniting,” Roth, if 
you remember, was overly joyful at being 
onstage at the Sept. 4 ceremony with Mil! - 
CHAEL ANTHONY and Eddie and ALEX VAN 
HALEN. Roth went on to claim that Van 
Halen had hired another frontman, 
“possibly as long as three months ago.” 
Round 2: Van Halen re- 
sponded with a statement 
that said, “The intention 
all along was to do two 
new songs with Dave for 
the Best of Volume I pack- 
age.... [Roth] was never 
led to believe anything 
but that.” As far as the MTV awards, 
Van Halen say that Roth was never an 
“unwitting participant.” Van Halen have 
chosen former EXTREME frontman GARY 
CHERONE as their new lead singer. Roth, 
SAMMY HAGAR, Cherone: The downward 
spiral continues. .. . Putting rumors to 
rest that the STONE TEMPLE PILOTS were 
looking for a replacement for lead singer 
SCOTT WEILAND, the band is heading out on 
its first tour in more than two years. Due 





Page ( left) and Plant have hanes 
writing material foranewrecord. 














to Weiland’s court-ordered 
stint in a drug rehab center, 
STP were forced to postpone 
their much-anticipated sum- 


the tour Nov. 4, continuing 
through mid-December (see 
On the Road on Page 45 for 
dates)... . LED ZEPPELIN update: 
ROBERT PLANT and JIMMY PAGE are 
at work on a follow-up to 
1994’s No Quarter, with a tour 
to follow next summer. The 
remaining Led Zep member, 
JOHN PAUL JONES, meanwhile, 






























has begun his first solo album. ... |! have 
temporarily replaced bassist JENNIFER 
FINCH with GAIL GREENWOOD, who last 
played with BELLY. L7’s new album, The 
Beauty Process: Triple Platinum, is out 
Feb, 25... . Noise From the Underground, 
a book of photographs taken by noted 
lensman MICHAEL LAVINE, is out Nov. 20. 
The collection contains portraits of, 
among others, NIRVANA, TRENT REZNOR, HOLE, 
IGGY POP and the BEASTIE BOYS, as well as an 
introduction penned by HENRY RUL- 
LINS. .. . Due out Nov. 12 is BLIND 
MELON’s Nico, a set of previously un- 
released songs that was named after 
the daughter of their late lead 
singer, SHANNON HOON. Hoon died last 
year of a cocaine overdose. The 
band’s drummer, GLEN GAAHAM, says 
that the group is continuing its 
search for a lead singer: “We're ready 
to move on, and under a different 
name. Blind Melon end with this rec- 
ord.” ... Ukulele maestro TiN TIM col- 
lapsed onstage Sept. 28 while per- 
forming in tiny Montague, Mass. 
At press time, he was still recovering 
at a hospital in his native Minne- 
apolis, — Matr HENDRICKSON 


———___. 


mer outing. He’s alive and | 


well, and the band kicks off | 




















MICHAEL LAVINE; DANNY CLINCH; GUZMAN; KIM GOUGENHEIM (CLOCKWISE FROM TOP) 
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Always remember how we met. You will be tested later. 


VIRGINIA SLIMS 


Its a woman 
thing. 
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© Philip Morris Inc. 1996 
8 mg “tar,” 0.7 mg nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Quitting Smoking 


Now Greatly Reduces Serious Risks to Your Health. | 





YOU DIDN'T FALL 
for those silly little 
rumors about Evan 
Dando being dead, 
did you? Well, he’s 
not. In fact, the re- 
formed poster boy 
has returned to 
skank & roll by reincarnating his precious 
Lemonheads and taking them out on tour 
in the wake of a new album, Car Button 
Cloth. It’s classic Dando: Poppy, moody, 
silly, serious, raw and buff, but this time 
there’s more heart, an urgency we haven't 
witnessed before. On the floor of his 
almost-fancy New York 
apartment, there's a lot of | 
junk: stepped-on photos, 
wadded letters, dirty 
clothes, QVC-bought fish- 
ing lures — and that’s where 
a flu-buggy Dando sat 
down to break it to us gen- 
tly and, once and for all, let 
us know that, indeed, the 
kid is all right. 

So where have you been? 
Three years have passed 
since you last recorded. 
Yeah, yeah. I’ve been just 
...ah...I rented a house 
at the Vineyard — Mar- 
tha’s Vineyard — for two 
summers in a row. I just led 
a normal life for a while. I 
needed to do that. I didn’t 
want to have anything to 
do with the music busi- 
ness, and I didn’t think 
that anyone wanted to 
hear anything from me 
anyway [this from a man 
who seems to turn up onstage 
at every rock event in New 
York]. So it was a perfect- 
ly convenient situation, 
you know? 

Did you enjoy making 
this album? 

It was back to making mu- 
sic for the sheer fun of it. 
The last record was like, 
“You guys have got to 
make a platinum album,” so we were 
under pressure. I just wanted to make one 
that I liked myself. 

“6ix” is about Gwyneth Paltrow in Seven. 
Do you know Gwyn and Brad [Pitt]? 
Yeah, man. [Gets up] Should I call Gwyn- 
eth now? I just found her phone number. 
No. Has she heard it? 

No. [Sits down] But I’ve got to play it for 
her, because it said in RoLtLING STONE 
that there was a song about her head in a 
box, but she must know it’s about the 
movie, right? And it’s about Soupy Sales. 
Yeah. Um, will you act anymore? You 
were in Reality Bites and Heavy. 

I don’t know. The only person I'll act for 
now is John Waters. I’ve been lucky 
enough to make his acquaintance, and we 
correspond regularly. So I'm going to ask 
him to give me anything in his next movie. 
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Do you think you're pretty? 

I'm not, like, horribly unattractive. 

Is that an advantage or a disadvantage? 

Oh, come on! Are you kidding? Girls are 

my main passion in life. It’s been a real ad- 

vantage. In high school — this might sound 

like a total-asshole comment — but I could 

pretty much pull any bird that I wanted. 
! 


I mean [laughs] ...no... yeah, I enjoy, 
you know, being able to hang out with 
really beautiful ladies. 


? 


You were in rehab, right’ 
Yeah, I went to Silver Hill. That’s the 
place where Edie Sedgwick went. I 





By Chuck Dean 


wrote that song “Hospital” in there. 
You still drink, chough. 

Yeah, yeah. I drink, smoke pot, smoke 
cigarettes — try to keep it to that. 

No dope? 

Definitely not. I’ve been off it for six 
months or so. That stuff’s the closest thing 
to Satan on this planet, because it makes 
you feel good for no reason. You should 
feel good for reasons. 

You were in Austin, Texas, for a while. 
Me and Gibby [Haynes of the Butthole 
Surfers] spent a totally lost summer there 
in 93 when I was making an album. We 
just went for it. [Laughs] We had this lit- 
tle car that was all fucked up, and we're 
like, “Let’s get in the Nissan Crack Finder 


and go downtown.” It was a very exciting 


Se 
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VAN DANDO 


OF THE LEMONHEADS 


summer, but it took its toll, you know? 
What's your favorite song on this album? 
“Losing Your Mind.” 

Were you? 

When I wrote it? Definitely! I went on 
tour with Oasis, and I was hanging out in 
London with my friends, doing heroin. 
You develop this semihabit after two 
weeks. Then I flew down to Sydney [ Aus- 
tralia], and I banged up a bunch of fuck- 
ing speed the first night. You know, clean 
needle, of course. And the next day I did 
two hits of ecstasy, didn’t go to sleep, and 
the next day I did a hit of really strong 
acid, and then the withdrawal symptoms 
started kicking in. And 
that was it, man. 

And then what happened? 
I was totally fed up with 
overexposure, and I wasn’t 
going to play anymore. 
Did you learn anything? 
Yeah: Everyone doesn’t 
know what's good for you. 
You have to trust your in- 
stincts. For example, what 
photographers ask for: 
unnatural things that 
make you look like a dick. 
You know, get all styled, 
your hair all combed, ’'m 
through with all that. 
You do have to look out 
for yourself. 

Right. I'll only have myself 
to blame then. I'm sick of 
blaming other people. 
Everything’s worked out 
fine, anyway. Except for 
this cold that’s coming on, 
everything's groovy. 
Robitussin will take care 
of that. 

"Tussin up, yeah! 

Do you put much cre- 
dence in the past? 

What? Creedence Clear- 
water Revival? 

No, Evan! The past. A lot 
of people rag others for liv- 
ing in the past! 

Well, memories of child- 
hood are endless, which 
makes life infinite, which is convenient. 
Do people think you’re dumb? 

I wouldn’t blame them if they did. In in- 
terviews, I used to put up a shield of a total 
airhead. I guess I was a little wary about 
people finding out who I was. It was fun- 
ny for a while, but ... Idon’t know, I doubt 
people think ’'m dumb. I really don’t care. 
[Holds up a sizable rusty nail] You ever 
heard of Babes in Toyland? 

Of course, yeah. 

Kat [Bjelland] gave me this in Austin and 
said, “This is your martyr nail.” And I hap- 
pened to hold onto 
it. It’s scary. 

Wow. Well don’t 


lose your martyr 








nail, you may need 
it later in life. 
Yep. JJ 





Raves 
Billy Gibbons = 
of ZZ Top 





DIGITAL CAMERAS We’reasim- 
ple band. We do good with guitars 
with one volume knob. So give me | 
acamerathat’sjustaimandfire, | 
Take the picture, plug it into your | 
computer and up on the Net you go, 
| 


“EMPIRE OF THE ANTS” Bernard 


Werber (Bantam U.K.) It’s an | 
in-depth study of the entire ant | 
world. One puts it down chapterby | 
chapter, feeling a little closerto 
these unusual russet-coloredecrit- | 
ters we are surrounded by, 


G. LOVE AND SPECIALSAUCEI | 
wasatthissurfshop, checkin’ out | 
this sound. Isaid,“Man,whatare _ 
you playin’ here?” It wasthem. 
The guy working said, “They're 
enough, aren’t they?” 





“HARD-BOILED WONDERLAND 


AND THE END OF THE WORLD” 
Haruki Murakami (Vintage)A 
geometric collision of hot rods, | 
pasta, and tumbling refrigerators | 
with old Japan. | 
OUR FANS They re araucous 
bunch, getting moredifferentall | 
the time. I’ll see a cowboy hatin 
the first row, purple hair in the | 
second row and some guy ina busi- | 
ness suit with a laptop in thethird 
row — he’ll be trying to e-mail his 
requests up to the stage. 


| 
LONG JOHN HUNTER Abluesman | 
who played across the border from 
El Paso [Texas] for years. It’s low- 
down - right where it needs to be. 
| 
| 
| 
| 


“EXIT PLANET DUST” The Chemi- 


cal Brothers (Astralwerks) 
Man, I’mtellin’ you, Track 5 
and Track 9 are slayin’ me. Plus, 
there’s just enough room fora 
greasy blues guitar, and IthinkI 
know who could supply it. 


MOPANE WORMS An African 
delight. Smoke ’em, hit’em with 
spicy salt, and, brother, stand 
back. You know, Texas guys get 
tagged with being a vital part of 
the meat-eating industry. I’ve 
been leaning toward vegetarian 
the last five years, sol thinkI 
broke the code. 


ZZ TOP are currently touring 
North America in support of 
their latest LP, Rhythmeen. 


COMPILED BY ANTHONY BOZZA 
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MUSIC A LITTLE MORE IMPACT? COUPON FOR AN EXCLU- 
NO PROBLEM. JUST FIND A _ GOOD, SIVE DOUBLE-CD SET* CRAMMED WITH 
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LIVE PERFORMANCES, WHEN YOU = 
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THEY’RE HERE, THEY’RE | 


THE QUCECRS 


and they’re not what you think | 














Takesonetoknow onal O’Neill, King and B-Face (fromleft) 


By Ira Robbins 


NE OF THE GOLDEN RULES 
in the punk handbook is to 
confuse and irritate people at 
every opportunity. So nam- 
ing a band of straight boys the Queers 
— thereby upsetting narrow thinkers of 
both orientations — deserves a merit 
badge. As do the resilient dispositions of 
grown men who can make a proud 
punk-pop career of shamelessly dumb 
but irresistibly catchy ditties like “I 
Can’t Stop Farting,” “Ursula Finally 
Has Tits” and the real-life Boy Scout 
story “Kicked Out of the Webelos.” 
Since 1990, the Queers have released 
five delightfully quick-and-dirty studio al- 
bums (including the superb new Don’ 
Back Down), a rarities compilation, two 
pseudolive discs and a cover of the Ra- 
mones’ entire Rocket to Russia. While 
some of the Queers’ early numbers were 
too raw or derivative to be much good, 
1993’s wonderful Love Songs for the Re- 
tarded brought the group into its stylistic 
own, staking out the genial animosity and 
melodic soft spot at the Queers’ core. 
“We're laughing at ourselves; the 
Queers are about having fun,” says 
singer, guitarist and sometime surfer 
Joe King, who admits to being 35 but 
has the energy and gee-whiz enthusiasm 
of a horny high schooler — if no longer 
the drinking habits. King’s inclusion of 
“I Only Drink Bud” on Don’t Back 
Down is a confusing hangover from the 
now-sober rocker’s intemperate past. 
Inspired by the Ramones’ cartoon 
delinquency and three-chord blare, King, 
a native of Portsmouth, N.H., formed 





the Queers in the early ’80s, taking crude 
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and bratty shots at everything in sight, 
starting with the scruffy punk he saw in 
the mirror. The original Queers didn’t 


last long, and King bounced around Cali- | 


fornia and Hawaii for a time, playing spo- 
radic gigs with assorted lineups when he 
was back home. In 1990, he and drummer 
Hugh O’Neill Jr. met bassist B-Face 


(Chris Barnard) at a Social Distortion | 
show and relaunched the band, making | 


up for lost time with a vengeance. 


With the Ramones retiring this year, : 


the Queers are poised to fill that band’s 


Converse sneakers and carry its break- | 


“We’re laugh- 


ing at ourselves,” 


says King. “The 


Queers are about | 


having fun.” 


neck banner. But while Don’t Back Down | 
has its share of typically entertaining | 
bashers, the album steers toward 60s | 


pop, specifically the Beach Boys. Queers | 


records have always made room for tune- 
ful candy floss, but never to this degree. 
“The kids are coming along with us,” 


King says. “When we do the pop stuff, | 


that’s what they grasp onto: the simple, 
three-chord, ‘Louie Louie’-type shit. A lot 
of them think the Beach Boys aren’t cool, 


so we figured we’d throw that at ’em.” 
Apparently, the Queers don’t need 


menacing tough-guy poses to make their | 
loud-fast rock rule. After all, appearances | 
can be illusions, “There’s a lot of phonies,” | 
King says. “Lesley Gore’s more of a punk | 


than any of these kids in leather jackets 
and mohawks.” Takes one to know one. dd 
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> REPERCUSSIONS FROM [IPA 
SHAKUR’s murder have hit the tour- 
ing industry. Death Row Records, the 
home of SNOOP DOGGY DOGG, THA DOGG POUND, 
Shakur and others, had been planning an 


arena-size New and “Untouchable” 
Death Row Family Tour for late this year. 
The plans called for the Family Tour to 
be the biggest rap tour in five years — no 
small achievement, considering how many 
hip-hop bills have been plagued in recent 
years by crowd violence and a dependen- 
cy on unreliable small- 
time promoters. 

The setback comes 
after the progress made 
this summer by the 


Was Spearhead’s Michael 
Franti onthe last bigrap tour? 


HOUSE OF BLUES? successful Smokin’ Grooves 
Tour, which featured the FUGEES, NAS and 
SPEARHEAD, among others. 

“[Smokin’ Grooves] knocked down 
doors,” says Spearhead singer MICHAEL 
FRANTI. “It showed that a hip-hop tour 
could go on without violence.” Accord- 
ing to a Death Row spokesman, the 


= Family Tour has not been canceled, but 


no firm plans are in place for the project. 
> THE PUSH AND PULL OVER MOSH- 

ing and, particularly, potentially 
dangerous crowd surfing continues. Pro- 
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Cracking the whiponmoshers: Smashing Pumpkins early this year 


moters and acts are struggling to keep 
standard alterna-rock-show mayhem un- 
der control without burdening crowds with 
lots of rules and regulations (RS 738/739). 

Just minutes before show time at a 
SMASHING PUMPKINS concert in New York’s 
Madison Square Garden this September, 
a loudspeaker announcement informed 
the hordes of fans packed shoulder to — 
shoulder on the arena floor that crowd 
surfing would not be allowed and that 
anyone caught participating would be es- 











corted out of the building, The Smashing 
Pumpkins, longtime advocates of crowd 
safety, witnessed first-hand the dangers of 
out-of-control adrenalin when a young 
Irish fan was crushed to death at the 
band’s Dublin show on this tour. 

The crowd-surfing ban is wise and wel- 
come, says concert-safety advocate Paul 
Wertheimer, who runs Crowd Manage- 
ment Strategies. “Fans respond to the re- 
quests of the band; just tell them what's 
expected of them, and 90 percent of the | 
time, it’s not a problem.” 

AS THE ELECTION NEARED, CON- 
> servatives were 0 for 2 trying to 
win votes with rock & roll. A livid DAVII 
CROSBY denounced activists behind the 
California state proposal to end affirma- 
tive action, who had co-opted part of 
CROSBY, STILLS, NASH AND YOUNG’s “Carry 
On” for a radio spot. 

“If anyone’s going to use our music in 
a political ad, it will be for something lib- 
eral and something that makes sense,” 
Crosby says. Days later, S08 DOLE had SRUCE 
SPRINGSTEEN’s “Born in the U.S.A.” blar- 
ing at a New Jersey rally. The next morn- 
ing, the singer faxed a letter to the Asbury 
Park Press, pointing out that he was “not 
a supporter of the Republican ticket.” It 
was déjd vu for the singer — 12 years ago, 
Ronald Reagan tried to align himself with 
Springsteen's music in a speech, only to 
be rebuffed. — Eric BoEHLERT 
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TAKE 
THE ULTIMATE JOURNEY... 


JOURNEY 


EIGHT OF 
THEIR CLASSIC 
ALBUMS, 
NOW 
DIGITALLY 
REMASTERED. 


~~ 


“INFINITY” 


“FRONTIERS” 





rR RAISE! YON. 


RADIO” HITS" 


AND THEIR 


TIMELESS couLeeniohe 
“TIME 3” | 


BOXED SET 


ALSO DIGITALLY REMASTERED: 


STEVE PERRY 
“STREET TALK” 
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MELISSA ETHERIDGE 


as 28, 1996 
Minneapolis 


E’RE GOING TO PLAY 
and play and play, until 
you run us all away,” 
promised Melissa Eth- 
eridge as she began her nearly three- 
hour set at Target Center. Before 
a mostly female audience that ran 
the gamut from riot grrrls to fifty- 
something academics, Etheridge 
concentrated on songs from her 
most recent album, Your Little Se- 
cret, and 1993’s multiplatinum Yes 
I Am. On Secret, Etheridge at- 
tempted to expand her songwrit- 
ing vocabulary to include medita- 
tions on working-class dreams and 
small-town life. Sadly, the effect 
was more stilted than Springsteen- 
esque (on “Nowhere to Go,” we 
discover that there is “a road that 
goes to nowhere”); as a result, the 
first part of the concert was a mo- 
notonous series of clichéd power 
ballads. The lighting was just as 
run-of-the-mill, shining in blue and 
green during the slow parts of 
tunes and flashing brightly at the 
inevitably triumphant conclusions. 
About halfway through, however, 
Etheridge moved to a small stage set 
up in the back of the venue. The au- 
dience surrounded her, transform- 
ing an arena into a packed club. 
From there, Etheridge was able to 
feed off her audience’s excitement 
as it sang along with her on songs 
such as the Grammy-winning 
“Ain’t It Heavy.” And after she re- 
turned to the main stage, the crowd 
made up for lost time, staying on its 
feet until Etheridge played her final 


encore. — RICHARD ABOWITZ 








BOB MOULD 


Sept. 27,1996 
New York 
T’S NICE TO BE HOME,” 
Bob Mould announced with 
out-of-character affability to 
a sold-out crowd early in his 
set. It was a surprising statement, be- 
cause for Mould, “home” is relative 
— as a member of the post-hardcore 
trio Hiisker Di, he defined the 
Minneapolis noise-pop sound while 
recording for the pioneer California 
punk label SST; later, as both a solo 
artist and leader of Sugar, he rattled 
between Texas and the East Coast. 
As he made clear with this perform- 
ance, however, he truly resides in his 
anguished soul's rocky terrain. 
Armed with only an acoustic gui- 
tar and Andrew Duplantis’ percolating 
acoustic bass, Mould attacked every facet 
of his musical career. Despite the refined 
instrumentation, Mould performed more 
like the punk he began as than the accom- 
plished singer/songwriter he has become. 
Eyes riveted shut and veins bulging, he 
gave anthems of betrayal like “I Hate Al- 
ternative Rock” even more bilious fury 
than on record. While bitter rants like 
“Poison Years” proved cathartic even 
without Mould’s wall-of-guitar scuzz, 
moments of subtle grace clawed their 
way through the morass: The Hiisker 


Dii nugget “No Reservations” was es- 
£F' 





seciall aaa ae even 


: more plaintive and ethereal. Still, 


Mould decimated any nostalgic buzz 
by ending with “Thumbtack,” his 
most brutal song about destructive re- 
lationships. Staring down at the crowd 
| as if it was the song’s antagonist, 
j Mould worked himself into a rage that 
proved a fitting end to a tumultuous 
evening. While he may have found 
peace with his place in rock history, for 
y his music's sake, let’s hope Mould nev- 
er finds it in himself ~Matt D1rEHL 











PUE 


Sept. 30, 1996 
New Haven, Conn. 


O SOONER HAD POE HIT 
the stage at Toad’s Place, 
in New Haven, Conn., 
than she dived off it, let- | 
ting the audience know that it was in 
for her club version of an arena show. 
Backed by a standard rock trio that was 
augmented by a cellist, Poe cranked 
out kicking versions of songs that on | 
her debut album, Hello, float atop | 
edgy, evocative clouds of jazzy beats 
and trip-hop textures. It was a strik- 
ing, if puzzling, change of direction 
for the singer. 

When Poe, whose voice falls 
somewhere between the tender lilt | 
of Edie Brickell and the hard irony 
of Chrissie Hynde, performed her 
MTV hit, “Angry Johnny,” the 
complex musical atmosphere that 
buoys the song’s rage and sexual 
desire had been stripped away. In | 
the song, Poe rattles off a list of | 
ways she could kill her lover, dead- 
panning the line “I want to blow 
you away” with a scary, cool deliy- 
ery. In the live version, Poe happily | 
traded the song’s tension for rock- 
show histrionics. When she wasn’t 
slapping the hands of audience 
members at the foot of the stage or 
throwing her arms dramatically in the 
air, she was spraying the crowd with a 
water bottle. 

Poe's readings of her other songs, like | 
“Trigger Happy Jack” or “Fly Away,” 
were equally cheerful and anthemic, and 
the good time she was clearly having on- 
stage was as infectious as it was unthreat- 
ening. By the end, Poe seemed complete- 
ly out of touch with the very qualities 
that make the music on Hello such a rich 
experience. —DupDLEY SAUNDERS 
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BRIAN GARRITY (TOP LEFT); R.J. CAPAK (TOP RIGHT, BOTTOM) 





JOHN EDER 


& STONE TEMPLE PILOTS Kicking off 
this tour on Nov. 4 in Los Angeles, Stone 
Temple Pilots will hit arenas in nearly 30 
cities during a road stint that will last until 
mid-December. The show should clock in at 
around two hours. 

Los Angeles, Nov. 4; Santa Barbara, Calif, 

Nov. 5; Phoenix, Nov. 7; Irvine, Calif., Nov. 8; 
San Jose, Calif., Nov. 9; Seattle, Nov. ll; Salt 
Lake City, Nov. 3B; Denver, Nov. 14; Dallas, 
Nov. 16; San Antonio, Nov. 17; Houston, 
Nov. 18; Tampa, Fla., Nov. 20; Miami, Nov. 
21; Chapel Hill, N.C., Nov. 23; New York, 
Nov. 25-26; Philadelphia, Nov. 27; Washing- 
ton, D.C., Nov. 29; Boston, Nov. 30; Buffa- 
lo, N-Y., Dec. 2; Detroit, Dec. 3; Cleveland, 
Dec. 5; Pittsburgh, Dec. 6; Atlanta, Dec. 8; 
Dayton, Ohio, Dec. 9; Indianapolis, Dec. 10; 
Chicago, Dec. 12; Milwaukee, Dec. B; Min- 
neapolis, Dec. 14. 
GRANT LEE BUFFALO For a three- 
piece band, Grant Lee Buffalo create quite 
a blissful racket, and their live perform- 
ances are not to be missed. Lead singer 
Grant Lee Phillips is a true showman, and 
when he’s not creating a squaller with his 
acoustic guitar or crooning quietly, he'll 
make you chuckle with engaging between- 
song banter. At a preview show in New 
York, GLB playéd for more than two 
hours and included material from their lat- 
est effort, Copperopolis, as well a showstop- 
ping version of the favorite love-and-a-gun 
saga “Jupiter and Teardrop.” 

Boulder, Colo., Nov. 9; Salt Lake City, 
Nov. 10; Seattle, Nov. 12; Portland, Ore., 
Nov. 13; San Francisco, Nov. 15; Los An- 
geles, Nov. 16-17. 

RUSTED ROOT If their records don’t 
hold your interest, you’re not alone. But 
Rusted Root'’s live show is a different story. 
Supporting their second major-label album, 
Remember, which blends Middle Eastern 


and Latin American elements with textured 


acoustic guitars and harmonies, Rusted 
Root bring it up a notch with their pen- 
chant for long, swirling jams, garnering 
raves from most skeptics. 

Seattle, Nov. 16; Portland, Ore., Nov. 7; 
Berkeley, Calif., Nov. 19; Santa Barbara, Calif, 
Nov. 20; Los Angeles, Nov. 21; San ‘Diego, 
Nov. 22. —Matt HENDRICKSON 
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TERA BY FIRE” 
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JOURNEY IS: 
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ROSS VALORY 
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, Z = Each year, “Rolling Stone” looks to the far 

edges of rock & roll in search of new artists 

° who march to the beat of a different drum ma- 
: chine. Perhaps none do it more gracefully or 

— enigmatically than Tricky, the Bristol, Eng- 
= land, performer and producer whose stunning 

= = 1995 album, “Maxinquaye,” turned the dance- 
music underground on its head and brought 

os what's now commonly referred to as trip-hop 
= into the pop-music vernacular. On his new 

: = album, “Pre-Millennium Tension,” Tricky 

= leaves behind the limiting trip-hop tag for a 
: deeper, darker and more musically complex 

A : journey into his twisted imagination. 
Tricky isn’t the only one out there 

© : pushing the envelope, though. For this 
section, we found musicians from Brit- 

(4 = ish Columbia to Scotland who chal- 
= lenge notions of what modern rock should 

Fx sound like. From the riot-srrrl folk of Cat Power 
= to the hip-hop soul of Ambersunshower, from 

z, : the anthemic pop of 60 Ft Dolls to the jam- 
band boogie of Moe., these artists are forging 

~ = ahead and making music that's fresh and vital. 








Trichy, GOlenter Kinney, 60 Fe Potts, Quhin, E, : 
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“You'll see the 
word genius, ” 
Tricky says of the 
responses to his music, 
“then you'll 

see... demonic. ” 


0 








f you happen to believe, as many do, that Tricky is the mu- 
sical embodiment of pure evil, the address of his New York 
pied-d-terre should come as no surprise. The glowering guru 
of paranoid hip-hop blues lives in a downtown building 
numbered — what else? — 666. 

Up on the fifth floor, Tricky is solemnly preparing for an 
illicit ritual, spreading out his apparatus on the floor of his 
large, sparsely furnished living room. “I just need to have my 
morning spliff,” he says, carefully removing the seeds from a batch of African- 
bush grass. “'ve been smoking skunk weed for the last six months, but I'm fin- 
ished with [ultrastrong] hydroponics.” As a couple of his friends tumble from 
their sofa beds, Tricky cues up a homemade mix tape and lets Peter Gabriel 
and Kate Bush’s languid “Don’t Give Up” exorcise the collective hangover. 

The centerpiece of this nomad musician’s apartment is a fax machine, into 
whose handset Tricky talks between gulps of Rice Krispies and milk. The 
subject at hand is “Christiansands,” the first U.K. single from Pre-Millennium 

Tension, the much-anticipated follow-up to Tricky’s bewitching debut al- 
bum of last year, Maxinquaye. “We need a really good video,” the 
English producer and performer enthuses to his manager back 
home, “because I ain’t got no radio-friendly music.” 

Unfortunately, Tricky explains, all the directors he meets want 

to have him crucified in their videos or put into a coffin, or done 
up in similar scenarios that would exploit his image as pop’s reign- 
ing Antichrist. “I get a bit annoyed about that,” says the cloudy- 
eyed 28-year-old whose perpetual dope-smoke haze rivals Pigpen’s 
dust cloud. “You'll see the word genius, then you'll see the word 
demonic. I don’t know whether it’s because I’m black — a black man can’t 
be alternative without some reason behind it. They didn’t call David Bowie 
the devil, and I would consider myself like Bowie, in that 'm around at a time 
when I don’t feel like I fit in with whatever else is going on musically.” 

The misunderstanding started with the critically acclaimed Maxinguaye, 
which Tricky recorded after he left the innovative British dance-music group 
Massive Attack. That record’s bass-heavy, collage-injected grooves fairly 
seethed with tales of curdled sex, bad religion and urban disaffection. Dis- 
turbingly enough, many of Tricky’s twisted fables were delivered by the teen- 
age urchin-diva Martina Topley-Bird, a private-school girl whom Tricky re- 
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cruited from his Bristol, England, neighborhood. If Max- 
inquaye’s funky morbidity wasn’t enough, Tricky’s propen- 
sities for dressing up as Jesus or Satan, giving pugnacious 
interviews and performing live in near darkness were 
bound to raise questions about his mental stability. 

Despite Maxinquaye’s resolute radio unfriendliness, the 
record made it to the Top 5 in Britain and earned Tricky 
a burgeoning cult status in the U.S. And his stock con- 
tinues to rise — everybody, as he once sang, wants a piece 
of Tricky, including Bush and Beck, for whom he has re- 
mixed tracks, Tricky replaces his morning mix tape (which 
has now segued from Eric B. and Rakim to Sting) with 
the latest product of his dark palette, a spectral rework- 
ing of the Garbage song “Milk.” 

Much to the band’s dismay, Tricky showed up 
for the Garbage sessions with nothing but a 
Yamaha QY22 sequencer, a Walkman-size device 
with which he works much of his studio alchemy. 
As he tinkered with the tiny gizmo, there were 
murmurs of disbelief from the band’s drummer 
and producer, Butch Vig, who could scarcely be- 
lieve that the legendary Tricky was using a piece 
of home technology. “I said, “You just sit there, 
Butch, I know what I'm doing?” Tricky recalls. “I 
didn’t know who he was — it wasn’t until I was 
talking to some guy on the plane home that I 
found out about | Vig’s work with] Nirvana.” 


TRICKY’S 20-MONTH-OLD DAUGHTER, MAISY 
(by Topley-Bird, who's now 21), recently visited her 
father in New York, and Maisy couldn’t stop star- 
ing at the transvestites on the streets near his West 
Village home. Maybe she recognized something of 
Dad in them, because Tricky has often been 
known to don dresses, both at work and at play. 

His fondness for female fashions dates back 
to the time that the teenage Tricky spotted a 
smock dress in a store window and paid a 
schoolgirl pal to steal it for him. “I just liked the 
look of it,” he says. The nascent drag artist 
would run around Bristol’s club scene with im- 
punity, since his group of tough friends looked 
after its 5-foot-7-inch ringleader. “Not one of 
them said, “What the fuck are you wearing a 
dress for?’ ” he says, bemusedly, in retrospect. 

Actually, Tricky has enjoyed a healthy measure of in- 
dulgence ever since, as the 4+-year-old Adrian Thaws, he 
was taken in by his grandmother after the death of his 
mother, Maxine Quay; his father abandoned him shortly 
thereafter. As well as encouraging Adrian to watch late- 
night horror movies with her and then not attend school 
the next day, his grandmother would protect the asth- 
matic youngster from his own extended family, one of the 
few mixed-race clans in a tough white neighborhood. “I 
was soft; I was pampered by my grandmother,” Tricky 
admits. “All my uncles were sent off to do boxing when 
they were kids. But when I went to boxing, I lasted two 
weeks. My grandma didn’t make me go back.” 

The uncles to whom Tricky refers are “heavy fuck- 
ing geezers” whose outlaw exploits are well-known in 
Bristol and Manchester’s clubland. “I broke the link in 
my family,” Tricky says. “I proved that you can get a 
life without going that way. When I was a kid, I used 
to look up to gangsters because that’s what my uncles 
were. It’s only the fact that ’'m weak and I can’t fight 
that means I can’t go that way. But it’s dangerous that 
I respected it. Now, my little cousins, they respect me 


for being a musician — they see me in dresses with lip- 
stick on, and they’re proud of me.” 

Tricky was in drag the night he was discovered by the 
Wild Bunch, the Bristol collective of DJs and rappers 
that included future star producer Nellee Hooper (Ma- 
donna, Soul II Soul) and members of what would be- 
come Massive Attack. When the self-described “little 
fuck” with the blond dye job commandeered the mike at 
a local hip-hop club, he brought the house down, rap- 
ping in a rural West Country brogue at a time when his 
peers were striving for South Bronx bluster. 

The Wild Bunch mutated into Massive Attack, 
whose groundbreaking 1991 debut, Blue Lines, introduced 


Tricky to the world as a guest performer. Tricky also ap- 
peared on the band’s sophomore album, Protection, but 
now insists that he never really felt part of the Massive 
setup, claiming that the whole affair went quickly “from 
fun to business.” The members of Massive Attack may 
have all grown up in the same multiracial port, with its 
laconic pace and tradition of reggae sound systems, but 
Tricky maintains that he and his former band mates are 
from very different backgrounds. He points out that 
when the group’s debut independent single, “Any Love,” 
came out, he was in prison for passing counterfeit bills. 
Massive Attack’s ominous rhythm tracks and cinemat- 
ic strings were almost too influential, spawning the wa- 
tered-down trip-hop that is now the international leisure 
groove of boutiques and bars from Paris to Tokyo. Hav- 
ing pursued a more obdurate vision as a solo act, Tricky 
was astonished when he began to hear his own ideas being 
plundered. Everywhere he turned, it seemed, there was 
trickle-down Tricky. “I thought that people wouldn’t copy 
Maxinquaye off because it was just sounds, noises,” says 
Tricky. “But it’s easy to pretend that you’re weird; make 
any shit and say it’s experimental. These kids are coming 
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out of art college and putting [drum] breaks under blues 
and jazz, and saying they're doing something new. No, 
they're just following, So I couldn’ make anything like 
Maxinguaye again; P've been chased away from that.” 

Just as people were getting comfortable with the idea of 
Tricky, dubbing him King of the Slow Beats, he decided 
that he would give them something to think about: an al- 
bum with no beats. Recorded in two weeks, Tricky’s Near- 
ly God album of this summer featured a clutch of cosmo- 
politan collaborators — Neneh Cherry, former Special 
Terry Hall and one-time Tricky consort Bjirk — leafing list- 
lessly through a sonic sketchbook of skeletal arrangements 
and claustrophobic lyrics. “If I had made another Maxn- 
quaye,” he says, “Td have had 10 times’ as much sue- 
cess. I could feel it all being set up around me: Id 
become important, with bigger [ marketing] cam- 
paigns and money. I ain’t going down that path, 
because that way you're totally controlled by peo- 
ple around you. I don’t want to be controlled.” 

Certainly, no one’s controlling Tricky’s produc- 
tivity, because hot on the heels of Nearly God 
came Tricky Presents Grass Roots, a genial collabo- 
rative EP under the aegis of the New York hip- 
hop label Payday. Now he and Topley-Bird are 
back under the Tricky banner with Pre-Millen- 
nium Tension, a record designed to defy the imita- 
tors. “I think the new album is gonna be difficult 
for them,” Tricky says. “It’s too fucked up; there's 
no organization to it. It’s not proper music.” Sure 
enough, it’s hard to divine a pattern in the album's 
leaps from bucolic New Age ballads to white- 
noise assault; and even if you can penetrate the 
treated vocals and sinister asides, most of the lyrics 
are so oblique, they defy interpretation. 

While Tricky was whipping up this inspired 
chaos in a downscale Jamaican studio, he heard 
tales of Lee “Scratch” Perry, the legendary reggae 
producer who has reputedly buried master tapes 
in the ground for days and blown ganja smoke 
over them to achieve the right feel. “Lee Perry 
made some of the best music there is, so who says 
magic doesn’t work?” asks Tricky. “Most people 
are in | music] for the wrong reasons. If someone 
can tell you how they did a song, I don’t trust 
them. It should be a magical process.” 

Tricky’s imagination thus liberated, he often seeks 
inspiration in the gangster imagery of his youth, avidly 
consuming books and movies about violent criminals. 
‘Tm fucking obsessed with what can make someone like 
that tick,” he says. “The stories are quite exciting. I 
think that the fact that I could never be that fascinates 
me.” So much so that he’s co-written an “accurate but 
mystical” gangster-movie script about his outlaw uncles 
and even landed a small role as a thug in the upcoming 
Bruce Willis film The Fifth Element. 

Still, despite all of his dark-side dabbling, Tricky is at 
pains to point out his own lack of hardman credentials, 
He mentions, for example, the evening last summer when 
he showed up at New York’s Roxy to watch the London 
jungle producer and performer Goldie (now Bjérk’s 
lover) perform a DJ set. Tricky wandered into the club's 
VIP room, where he promptly turned down a photogra- 
pher’s request to get the two British dance-music avatars 
in the same frame. Goldie flew into a rage. “He actually 
wanted to fight me!” says Tricky incredulously. “I said, 
‘No way, I ain’t going outside to roll around on the street 
with you — I'm wearing a dress’ ” e) 
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MAN'S GUIDE so dvyine DIAMONDS 





ARE YOU one of the TWO MILLION 
victims of ENGAGEMENT RING anxiety: 


1. Relax. Guys simply are not supposed to know this stuff. 
Dads rarely say, “Son, let’s talk diamonds.” 

2. But it’s still your call. So read on. 

3. Spend wisely. It’s tricky because no two diamonds are 
alike. Formed in the earth millions of years ago, diamonds 
are found in the most remote corners of the world. De Beers, 
the world’s largest diamond company, has over 100 years’ 
experience in mining and valuing. They sort rough diamonds 
into over 5,000 grades before they go on to be cut and 
polished. So be sure you know what you’re buying. 

Two diamonds of the same size may vary widely in quality. 
And if a price looks too good to be true, it probably is. 

4. Learn the jargon. Your guide to quality and value is a 
combination of four characteristics called 7/e ¢ Cs. They are: 
Cut, not the same as shape, but refers to the way the facets, 
or flat surfaces, are angled. A better cut offers more brilliance; 
Color, actually, close to no color is rarest; C/a7z/y, the fewer 
natural marks, or “inclusions,” the better; Carat wergh/, the 
larger the diamond, usually the more rare. 

5. Determine your price range. What do you spend on the 
one woman in the world who is smart enough to marry your 
Many people use the two months’ salary guideline. Spend less 
and the relatives will talk. Spend more and they'll rave. 

6. Watch her as you browse. Go by how she reacts, not by 
what she says. She may be reluctant to tell you what she really wants. Then once you have an idea of her taste, don’t involve her 
in the actual purchase. You both will cherish the memory of your surprise. 

7. Find a reputable jeweler, someone you can trust, to ensure you're getting a diamond you can be proud of. Ask questions. Ask 
friends who’ve gone through it. Ask the jeweler you choose why two diamonds that look the same are priced differently. Avoid 
Happy Harry’s Diamond Basement. 

8. Learn more. For the booklet “How to buy diamonds you'll be proud to give,’ call 1-800-FOREVER, Dept. 21. 

9, Finally, think romance. And don’t compromise. ‘This is one of life’s most important occasions. You want a diamond as unique as 
your love. Besides, how else can fo months’ salary last forever? 





Diamond Information Center 
Sponsored by De Beers Consolidated Mines, Ltd., Est. 1888 


A diamond is forever. 
De Beers 
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PHOTOGRAPH BY ROBERT PAUL MAXWELL 


Janet Weiss. 
Carrie ; 
eee punk clichés on its latest al- 
Corin Tucker 

| : | 2 SSM roe eis 
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leater-Kinney’s fem- 

inist lyrics have pro- 

voked plenty of 
analyses from some critical corners, 
but at the end of the day, they’re 
just a band that rocks very, very 
hard. The Olympia, Wash., three- 
some embodies punk distilled to its 
purest essence: two guitars, drums 
and raging, short songs that hit 
like bursts of adrenalin. At the 


same time, the trio avoids 


bum, Call the Doctor, by 
abruptly changing tempos and 
setting up intricate vocal inter- 
play around singer and guitarist 
Corin Tucker’s fierce outbursts. 
Tucker and fellow frontwoman 
Carrie Brownstein realize that the 
band’s ferocious level of intensity 
may be hard to sustain. “The songs 
will always come out of us,” Brown- 
stein says, “but Corin and I have 
found ways to channel raw emotions 
and shape them a little more meta- 
phorically. We're finding other av- 
enues for getting out primal stuff.” 
Sleater-Kinney’s reputation has 
spread fast throughout indie-rock 
circles, thanks in part to the band’s 
two critically acclaimed albums on 
the indie label Chainsaw. But it’s the 
blistering live shows that have 
cemented the reputation: Watching 
Brownstein strike an unselfcon- 
scious guitar-heroine pose (this is, 
after all a band who once covered 
Boston’s “More Than a Feeling”) is 
refreshing in an age when so many 
other musicians hide onstage behind 
a studied indifference. And with 
“I Wanna Be Your Joey Ramone,” 
Sleater-Kinney might even have 
their own insta-classic. “The song is 
about all these bands that are like 
the kings of indie rock,” Tucker says 
with a laugh. “There needs to be all- 
women bands that take that place. 
But it’s also a joke about jumping in 
and out of those roles. Imagine liv- 
ing your life like Joey Ramone!” @ 
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The new texture. 


Smooth as silk, 
fingers glide through nair. 


Free as ain | 
no frizz, no clumping, 
manageability to spare. 


Come to our SENSES? 
itS as new as it gets. 
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By SANDY MASUO 


f you dye your hair green 


T | Pit We pes BY fj ys ‘ee \ Ae weg : ~~ and swear, that doesn’t 
| years bs Hs 3 i is 7 | mean you re a punk 
(pnnatt ge My gs . i - \ i ye | rocker,” observes Richard Par- 
AT Big! ~ - q _~ ' ; > 4 4 By fitt, singer and guitarist for the 
( T ae A el \ ; py sts “ini ff - Welsh trio 60 Ft Dolls. Tt just 
4 if | mo | \\n : ~~, 4S fie 2 means you're an opportunist, 
Ul ns ) me) me | : + ta ‘f ge ME It’s not the noise you make, 
gil) ph Winkie : tf Sse either. It’s the spirit in which 
tt x »’ en | aka | } ee a you do something or the senti- 
a | | we _. Wee . cial a 2 : —_—— ment. Like, Van Morrison was 

ae if v P.- | , a punk rocker. Matvi 
punk rocker. Marvin Gaye 
; | "i ~ | (a) arn q was a punk rocker. The Clash 

T : r ‘ &, eee | mo | vaE were punk rockers.” 


The music that 29-year-old 
= Parfitt creates with singer and 
eae | oe ee bassist Mike Cole and drum- 
| 4 | has so ee | sae mer Carl Bevan on their 
a {| ET ca , > A, a ee _ Ay f i 4 Weettrtr@ debut album, The Big 3, is 

| - ) ae ee . he ee Etsseiemereem ac diverse as Partitt’s def- 


Bevan and 


inition of punk. “Happy 

Mike Cole es F 
tibet. Ww Mh ee net NS Se ae ae Shopper” sounds like a 
a , wee SS Eee collision between the Sex 
| Pistols and Bob Dylan, 
while “No. 1 Pure Alcohol” 
meshes a Kinks-style edgy 
melodicism with some 
sassily suave Monkees 
overtones a la “(I’m 


Not Your) Steppin’ 


magine the B-52’s playing cheesy synth music and broadcast- Stone.” There are 

ing it from a rusty Sputnik satellite. Better yet, spare your- l - . : - . sweet, whimsical mo- 

self the effort and dive into Sukia’s debut album, Contacto aM ~ J , H~ | ments, rambunctious 
Espacial con el Tercer Sexo (on Nickel Bag, the label run by the “|= gibes at self-absorbed 
Dust Brothers, who have produced albums by Beck and the ! “a = ? a” losers and a dose or 
Beastie Boys). From Camarillo, Calif, Sukia began as a tribute to F two of stylized pop 
a cheapo Colombian comic-book series in which a Transylvanian that distinctly recalls 
vampire named Sukia and her gay manservant, Gary, somehow al- . . a, m| the Beatles. Yet, as 
ways end up having graphic sex with whatever is handy, be it SS) ee _ a" | with all the reference 
human, animal, vegetable or extraterrestrial. “We just started ~~ ONG Sei | a ee points that inform the 
making the soundtrack to the comic book and recording it,” says hy 9 ‘ a ‘ = 1 Dolls, the Fab Four 
Ross Harris, one of Sukia’s founding members, along with Craig | AS a | 4 influence comes from 


Borrell and Sasha Fuentes. “We did that for a while, and then it 
kind of expanded into anything-goes theme music.” 

From “Gary Super Macho” to the devilishly catchy “Touching 
Me Touching You” (“a sexually ambiguous ode to all that New 
Wave I grew up on in the ’80s,” says Harris), every song on Contacto 
chugs along with the unmistakable crackle, pop, hiss and sputter 
one gets from using antique drum machines and thrift-store syn- 
thesizers. “It’s electronics,” Harris points out, “but we left all the 
roughest edges there. We recorded like a traditional band — we just 
weren't using traditional instruments.” 

In contrast to the self-important, downbeat attitude of many 


something deeper than 
just a source of sur- 
face embellishments. 
“The Beatles were 
my first big love mu- 
sically,” Parfitt says. 
“But I don’t necessari- 
ly agree that the Beat- 
les are the beginning 
and end. I'm a fan of 
Oasis, but they tend 








to think that the Beat- | 
les are everything, and _ 
that’s not the case. | 


90s rock bands, Sukia set out to play sex music you can 
dance to. “I think it got to the point where people just 
wanted to make music that was fun again,” Harris says. “It 


Ross Harris, 
Sasha Fuentes, 
Grace Marks and 





seemed like all the music that we were listening to was cel- Waeetrp:erera) tae Lennon would never | 
ebratory. We try to do something like that.” (from left) _ _ have said that ina mil- | 

There could be one obstacle. Though he raves about A Flock | an a | lion years about any | 
of Seagulls, Harris admits that he has one serious shortcoming as a a other group. His tastes | 
fan: “The hair is almost like a life choice. ’'ve got to work on it.” @ een were wide.” | 





GROOMING FOR SUKIA BY NATALIE MILLER FOR CLOUTIER 
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ow many shows did you play last year? Moe., as 
typographically pretentious as they wanna be, 
clocked in nearly 200 gigs, crosshatching the 
eastern United States with their funky improv-rock voodoo. 
With their debut album, No Doy, Moe. could be the first 
jam band since Phish to galvanize the preppie-stoner nation. 
Wisely, Moe’s label, 550 Music, is not forcing the band's 
fat round sound into a square rock hole. “Meat,” a bud- 
get-priced promo single, is an improvised 46-minute excur- 
¥ sion through the quartet's spacious inner recesses, “com- 
Se. plete with screw-ups,” says bassist Rob Derhak, who 
formed the band with guitarist Chuck Garvey in 
Buffalo, N.Y., around the turn of the decade. Gui- 
tarist Al Schnier joined shortly thereafter, and 
Chris Mazur is their latest drummer. 

The band’s music, refreshingly ambitious and 
funny, contains just enough dorkiness to keep Moe. 
honest. They can remind you of Primus, Frank Zappa, 
Phish, the Dead and the Allman Brothers Band — all in a 
single song, Moe. are the first of the so-called “Great North- 
ern freak bands” to break out of an upstate scene that uses 
mailing lists, the Internet and home-taper networking to 
build their audiences. “I call [our music] cow funk,” says 
Derhak. “It’s perfect stoner music,” adds Mazur. “Tf life were 
a cartoon,” chimes in Schnier, “we'd be the soundtrack.” @ 


VE VATS 
Derhak, 
Garvey and Schnier 
(clockwise 
from left) 
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lot of people we’ve met have 
quit their jobs after we’ve spo- 
1 ken to them,” says Bis guitarist 
Sci-Fi Steven with some satisfaction. 
“One woman met us, left her office job 
and came on our tour to sell T-shirts. Ac- 
tually, that sounds a bit satanic, doesn’t 
it?” It would, of course, to anyone who 
had never heard Bis’ brattishly shouty 
confections of punk disco created with 
cheap guitars and drum machines. The ef- 
fect is of pop records made by problem 
children, which is not too far from the 
truth: Steven, 20, his younger brother 
John Disco, 18, and their friend Manda 
Rin, 19, formed the band in 1994, in Glas- 
gow, Scotland, determined to become pop 
stars. They were armed only. with an at- 
best rudimentary musicianship and the 
homemade manifesto of “Teen-C-Power,” 
a credo that advocates everyone embrac- 
ing teenage energy and turning their 
backs on the office jobs they never wanted. 
In a year and a half, without the bene- 
fit of even a record deal, Bis made it into 
the U.K. Top 30 with “Kandy Pop,” a low- 
fi masterpiece about sweets and youth 
revolution. Seven months later, Bis 
are on the English meta-indie label 
Wiiija and have been flown to L.A. 
to meet Mike D and discuss sign- 
ing to the Beastie Boys’ Grand 
Royal Records. Now all Bis have to 
do is convince people that they’re not just 
a cartoon band. It might not be easy: The 
sleeves of Bis’ first two records featured 
cartoon drawings of themselves, and their 
biggest hit to date is about candy. “We 
don’t just sing about being kids,” says 
Steven. “It stretches further than that. We 
sing about . .. cool shoes and stuff.” 

















Manda Rin, 
Sci-Fi Steven 
and John Disco 
(from left) 
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY KWAKU ALSTON (TOP) AND JULIAN BROAD 
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Digital Hardcore 

Let's kill this party we started, 
right? A group of former tech- 
no artists, Atari Teenage Riot, 
Ec8or and Shizuo among them, 
has filtered the sound and ethos 
of hardcore punk through elec- 
tronic instruments in an effort 
to destroy the stagnation of 
rave culture. Digital hardcore 
(also a German and British rec- 
ord label) mixes techno break 
beats, scratched records and 
electronic bleeps with screamed, 
politically charged, anti-rave 
lyrics like, “Don’t think, just 
dance.” It’s Minor Threat — 
with a sampler. 


Space Rock 


Can you hear them, Major 
Tom? A bevy of American- 
heartland bands has turned its 
ears and eyes to the great, wide 
sky for inspiration. Motivated 
by obscure ’70s groups like 
Amon Diiil II and Faust, the 
experimental band Fiixa from 
Lansing, Mich., plays the gamut 
of spacey rock, from the ethereal 
to the abrasive. Down in Texas, 
Furry Things, Mazinga Phaser 
and Comet prefer the more 
song-based space pop of post- 
Floydians like Oklahoma’s 
Flaming Lips. 


Found Sounds 


Hang onto those worn-out War- 
rant discs! Frank Metzger, Se- 
bastian Oschatz and Markus 
Popp of Oval craft their sooth- 


ing ambient music by electroni- 


cally manipulating the sound of 


defective CDs during playback. 
The trio plans to release soft- 
ware that will allow anyone with 
CD-ROM capability to do the 
same. Another act, Scanner (a ka 
Robin Rimbaud), takes a unique, 
and possibly illegal, approach. 
He uses a radio scanner to cap- 
ture random cellular-phone con- 
versations, which he samples and 
plays back in his sparse drum- 
and-bass music. 
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writer, later turned Amber on to Joni Mitchell; high school and col 
lege brought Prince and the Smiths as influences. “I didn’t have to go 
looking for music,” Amber says. “It was the sound of my growing up.” 

An aspiring poet, Amber turned to songwriting at the sugges- 
tion of her friend Q-Tip of A Tribe Called Quest. In 1993, Am- 
ber co-founded the funk-soul outfit Groove Garden but eventu- 
ally parted ways with the group after a national tour, on which it 
opened for Digable Planets. Amber spent the next two years car- 
ing for her grandfather, who died only three days after she signed 


a new recording contract. 


y biggest fear is that I'll wind up in a straitjacket,” says 
Ambersunshower, New York’s newest alternative soul 
diva. “I love being depressed — sleeping late, going to 

therapists. But I just don’t have time for that shit anymore.” 
These days, Amber has a more creative way of indulging her mood 
swings. Her impressive debut album, Walter T. Smith, mixes cool hip- 


Hi 


by Amber’s smoky crooning, the LP’s emotional palette ranges from 
bitter funkedelia to sweet, elegiac blues. 
The album's diversity can be traced back to the title’s inspiration: 


Walter T: Smith, Amber's late grandfather, who was a 
rock drummer. It was Smith who first introduced the 
young Amber to the music of the Commodores, Bessie 


Smith and James Brown. Her mother, an actress and 
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and trip-hop studio wizardry with classic R&B, jazz and soul. Fueled ! 


These days, with her new single, “Running Song,” due out by Jan- 
uary, Amber is taking time off to chill with her muse. “This month 
Ive been listening to silence,” she says. “Sometimes you need to not 
hear anything so that you can hear something else again.” fc) 


Subversive Logos 


It began in the ’70s with faux- 
Coca-Cola logos advertising 
COCAINE on stoners’ T-shirts. 
Ravers picked it up at the turn 
of the decade, warping the 
package designs of innocent 
household products like Tide 
into thinly veiled ads for record 
labels and ecstasy. Now, rockers 
are getting in on the action: 
Lotion, for example, have re- 
placed many New York phone- 
booth logos with a similarly de- 
signed sticker of their own. 


Online Songwriting 


Can’t think of a word to rhyme 
with babe? Go to the Writers’ 
Lounge in the Mad About Mu- 
sic section of America Online, 
where you'll find postings to and 
from songwriters looking for, say, 
the right bridge to their chorus. If 
you need a writing partner, sign 
up with the Songwriters’ Collab- 
oration Network, an Internet ser- 
vice out of Santa Monica, Calif, 
that pairs lyricists and composers. 


Mike Mills 


No, not the R.E.M. bassist. This 
Mike Mills is a graphic artist 
who’s done covers for acts like 
Sonic Youth (Dirty) and the 
Beastie Boys (The In Sound From 
Way Out!). Recently, the influ- 
ential U.K. trip-hop label Mo 
Wax put out a “visual” album 
by Mills (who also plays bass for 
Butter 08) in conjunction witha 
traveling exhibition of his work. 
The package looks like a 12-inch 
record but includes Mills’ print 
designs in lieu of vinyl. 


Casio Sk-60 


Casio’s latest keyboard allows 
sounds to be input and manip- 
ulated, and performs basic tone 
and instrument programming, 
Depending on their tastes, kids 
of all ages can be Trent Reznor 
or Beck — in the privacy of 
their own homes (please) — for 
less than $100. 


PHOTOGRAPH BY AMY GUIP 
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HAIR AND MAKEUP BY EVA SCRIVO: STYLING BY HECTOR CASTRO FOR ELITE MIAMI; NYLON GOAT AND SEQUIN AND NYLON SLIP BY HELMUT LANG; HOSIERY BY WOLFORD: SHOES BY KEL! IAN 











“PRIMO TEQUILA. 
Mi cybercasa es su cybercasa. 
www.cuervo.com 
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uch like the early Go-Go's albums, | G 
Cub’s sunny harmonies and sing-along 
refrains blend the ’60s girl-group tradi- 
tion with three-chord punk songwriting. So when a friend of 
| the band described Cub’s music as “cuddlecore” a few years 
%| ago, the Canadian trio was amused at first and even embla- 
zoned CUDDLECORE 94 inside its first LP, Betti~Cola. | 

The moniker soon got old. “People want to pin performers down in 
general, especially women,” says bassist Lisa Marr. On Cubs third LP, 
Box of Hair, they show signs of more core and less cuddle. “It’s just more | 
direct,” says Marr. “Our albums are poppy and quiet, but our live show 
is noisy and aggressive. That surprises people, which is good.” 

Cub seem to enjoy keeping folks guessing. The title of their 1995 LP, 
Come Out, Come Out!, had the press in Vancouver, British Columbia, 
speculating on the band’s sexual preferences. “Come Out, Come Out! 
means, ‘Do whatever it is you want to do; ” says Marr. “INot neces- 
os sarily, ‘Hello, lam a lesbian. But I just like to perpetuate rumors. 

Robynn I got outed in a Vancouver paper, which cracked me up.” (For 

Iwata, Lisa the record, Marr is married to Ronnie Barnett of the Muffs.) 
Bass. and iisa Cub are deadly serious about running the band, however, 
Rare, my = Lhe threesome tours incessantly and answers its growing piles 
of mail by hand. “A lot of girls have told us that they've started 

playing music because of us,” says Marr. “That, to me, is really cool.” 
And as you might expect from a band that covers both Yoko Ono and 
Motérhead tunes, Cub are not afraid of change. “I've tried to incorpo- 
— =f rate dancers into our set,” says drummer Lisa Nielsen. “Every night I wan- 
oat = / der around looking for people to dance onstage. They're not into it.” @ 
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fter ll years of playing what he calls “very 
structured, very orchestrated” works with 
) bb New York’s jazzy ensemble the Lounge Liz- 
ards, bassist Erik Sanko has done a musical 180-degree 
turn to alternative pop. In Skeleton Key, Sanko has 
teamed up with some of the city’s most noisily 
experimental downtown musicians, including per- 
cussionist and sampler Rick Lee, guitarist Chris i 
Maxwell and drummer Steve Calhoon. “Inherent [i 
in this band,” says Sanko, “is that it’s gonna be [Rigen 
fucked up.” Paali| 
Fucked up perhaps, but Skeleton Key are, in 
their own way, every bit as structured as the Liz- . . et aris 
ards were. A melodic alt-rock outht with avant- [iia ~ ee, andiMaxwell 
garde sprinklings, Skeleton Key's eponymous de- . (clockwise 
but on the independent Motel label shows how [Re iL “s-SZ from left} 
pop culture and high culture can bring everyone a 
to the same place. The band’s use of rhythmic sam- pe 
ples points to Lee’s experience with playing hip- JLT 
hop; the “nonmusical” textures that Maxwell Caan! 
brings to the fold — like the repetitive, nails-on-a- [7m 
chalkboard whine that is the climax of “Solitude” far 
— come from the guitarist’s fondness for experi- 
mental composer John Cage. And the hollow, 
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fine, 


fr, iL ; Sanko, 


Pash McCartney 


megaphonelike vocals and chunky industrial beats 
on songs like “Nod Off,” says Sanko, are inspired 
as much by Kurt Weill as by Nine Inch Nails. 
‘Tm not a fancy bass player,” admits Sanko. “I 
create a nice, steady bed of lettuce and let everyone 
else throw on the condiments.” Still, he’s adamant 
about not letting those potentially off-putting 
condiments overwhelm the main course. “Tm not 
interested in being self-indulgent at the audience’s 
expense,” he says. “I always think to myself, “What 
would Paul McCartney write for this band?”” 
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY MARINA CHAVEZ (TOP) AND JON RAGEL 


STYLING FOR CUB BY AMANDA FRIEDLAND: MAKEUP FOR CUB BY SASCHA PENN 


“C’mon, all latex condoms are the same, aren't they?” 
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Records, is arresting, The 24-year-old 
Atlanta native wraps her nearly Appa- 
lachian keening around disarmingly sim- 
ple and naked minor-key melodies. Her 
lyrics — like “Tve got a son in me/He's 
related to you/He is dying to meet you” 
— are enigmatically ominous. 

If Marshall’s music was played solely 
on acoustic guitar, it would come off as 
Janis Ian-style folk. But on electric in- 
struments, her songs achieve the kind of 
Me alt-rock patina that few of New York's 
so-called anti-folkies manage on any- 

y i ak a NY is. SF. . thing other than their press releases. 
= z Si bn al Wire ie / « 2 — . & Onstage, however, Marshall seems un- 
: isa a SF > willing or unable to play the showman, 
performing sideways while staring into 

FARM es er) _f “ ; bi a hI \ Wm the wings; her moodily murmuring sets 
— Se TST AMS hoo 1 ee ne MM begin so quietly that audiences often 

ey | Pt | : ne lee think she’s still sound-checking, 

In spite of Marshall's apathetic per- 
formance style, Cat Power's three al- 
bums — the previous two were on the 
tiny label Smells Like — have received a 
ground swell of support from indie-rock 
fans. And Marshall is getting used to 
the gigs — kind of. “The clapping thing 
is weird,” she says. “It’s like they clap be- 
cause you stop the song,” 
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“the foot-high capital letters in red lipstick about 
homophobia or whatever. That, to me, is a com- 
plete turnoff, whereas you take a group like the 
Smiths or the Fall, and they’re saying political 
things all the time, but doing it in an oblique, 
even humorous, fashion.” 

Sutherland weaves his own commentaries 
into a mix of rough-hewed rock and scratchy 
folk that simmers with arty, jazzy nuances. 
Songs such as “Pele” and “Hands and 


Lips” (both from the Killies’ second al- 


on’t let the moody, elusive vocals and 
fractured lyrical images that Luke 
Sutherland breathes into Long Fin 
Killie’s music give you the wrong idea about the 
singer. The Scottish quartet’s 26-year-old front- 
man speaks in long, enthusiastic sentences tinged 
with a Glaswegian burr. His thoughts seem to 
race ahead of his mouth, which stumbles into an 
occasional stammer while trying to keep up. 
“Given the nature of the medium — that is to 
say, pop music — one of the things that can 
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. : es , . , . Cameron, 
sometimes ruin political observations is slogan- | bum, Valentino) resonate with Suther- ASR 
. _ . . , . s 
eering,” riffs Sutherland as he and his band : land’s potent, subtle observations. McEwen, Grieg 
mates (bassist Colin Grieg, guitarist Phil Cam- “You have to work through the am- (from left) 


biguity to get to the actual meaning, which 
in the very end is completely unambiguous,” 
Sutherland says. “And that’s far more rewarding 


than having someone shout at you.” ® 


eron and new drummer Kenny Mc- 
Ewen) cruise from Philadelphia to 
New York in a van. 

“You know,” Sutherland says, 
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fesses Chan Marshall, the singer/ 
songwriter who performs under E 

the name Cat Power. “You're 

ai! re ae 4 . . SS SER cas ia es, 200 . making music because it's a thing 
fin | ae ; “\ We SS oe” ee —— . you hear, not a thing you see!” What you 
om : 2 y 4’ hear on Cat Power's new album, What 
Would the Community Think, on Matador 
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_ Thus,with the Golf K2,the coldwarendeth. _ 
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ason Bentley believes in the future of electronic 
dance music. What's more, the 26-year-old Los 
Angeles DJ and co-founder of Quango Music 
Group — a label dedicated to spreading the gospel 
of what he calls “global dance culture” — believes it's 
time for the rest of the country to catch on. 
“America has always been backward when it 
co-founder comes to dance music,” Bentley says, kicking 

Jason Bentley his blue Pumas up on a cluttered desk at 

coeur KCRW, the public radio station where he 
Skee hosts his influential electronic-music show, 
CEG Metropolis. “But that’s got to change. When 
I see 5,000 kids showing up every weekend for 
these parties, with no COCA-COLA banners or cor- 
porate sponsors, I know something real is happening, 
These kids are coming out organically, by word of 
mouth, without being told by MTV or anyone else to 
go. Why? Because this music is more relevant to their 
lives than the H.O.R.D.E. festival or Lollapalooza.” 

Unlike in Europe, where electronic music — house, 
ambient, trip-hop, jungle, techno — constitutes a thriv- 
ing part of the pop landscape, the U.S. scene remains 
relatively small and isolated. Bentley hopes Quango 
can help change that. Along with his partner, fellow 
KCRW Dj Bruno Guez, Bentley launched the label 
last year as a vehicle to turn American audiences on to 
the sounds of the electronic underground. 

Since then, Quango — which is a subsidiary of Island 
Records — has released more than a dozen albums, in- 
cluding compilations of material put out by trend-set- 
ting British labels like Pork and Cup of Tea, and re- 
releases of hard-to-find imports by artists such as the 
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Kemp, 
Ian Graham, 
Lawrie, Elaine 
Graham 
(from left) 


funky Austrian duo Kruder and 
Dorfmeister, influential British 
producer Bomb the Bass and the French ambient/hip- 
hop group Mighty Bop. During the next year, Bentley 
says Quango plans to sign several new artists and 
launch a label subdivision that will release singles by 
up-and-coming young DJs and producers. 

Bentley’s own roots in the electronic-music scene 
date back to 1990, when he launched one of L.A’s first 
electronic-music shows on the college station KXLU. 
“Most of the DJs were playing punk rock,” he says. 
“My attitude was that the stuff I played had as much 
angst and anger and youth energy as anything they 
were playing. And sonically, P’'ve always believed it 
offers a lot more than Nirvana ever did.” 

Bentley also co-founded the LA-based electronic- 
music magazine Urb and worked there as managing 
editor for two years. These days, besides broadcasting 
Metropolis five nights a week, Bentley hosts a weekly 
all-night dance-music show on commercial rock station 
KROQ and spins everywhere from trendy nightspots 
and outdoor raves to warehouse parties. 

“Sometimes I wonder why I'm doing all this,” Bent- 
ley says as he pulls a pile of discs from his tote bag to 
prepare for tonight’s show. ‘Tll be carrying my record 
bag through some side street at 6 in the morning, and 
I just think, ‘What the hell am I doing?’ But then I get 
there, and there’s all these people and all this energy — 
there's a feeling that this music is important. That this 


is where the culture’s going,” 


By JASON FINE 




































By JON WIEDERHORN 


atsura suffer from an identi- 
ty crisis. After forming in 
1993, the band originally ‘—_—_ 
wanted to call itself Urusei Yatsura, after its 
favorite Japanese cartoon. When the show's G 
producers objected, the group settled for just sem 
Urusei. Then it found out that term is Japanese gang- | 
ster slang for “shut the fuck up.” 
To top it off, Yatsura’s members — Fergus Lawrie and | 
Graham Kemp on vocals and guitars, bassist Elaine 


Graham and drummer Ian Graham — all grew up in Scotland, 
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could have been transmitted from Mars. The band’s debut 


tars collide at skewed angles one moment, only to be 


assuaged by quirky hooks and sedated vocals the next, 


nice to think we could sway people who normally listen to Mariah 
Carey to listen to the kind of music we make,” says Lawrie. 
That's a pretty strange comment coming from a guy who co- 
founded the underground Glasgow ‘zine Kitten Frenzy, started an 
indie label to release his friends’ singles and sings about space 
aliens, comic-book conventions and nonsensical fan letters. Still 
many of Yatsura’s songs resonate with palpable emotion. ‘Td like 
to think our songs are poetic and have a bit of a concept,” says 
Kemp. “We're dumb, but we have feelings.” 
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While some have compared Yatsura’s low-fi racket with | 
that of Pavement or Sonic Youth, the band feels more aligned | 
with the pop of the Shangri-Las or the Supremes. “It would be 


yet they sound distinctly American, and their wigged-out lyrics | 


album, We Are Yatsura, reflects its turbulent search for self _| 
Throughout the record, dissonant, alternately tuned gui- 
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GROOMING FOR BENTLEY BY ROBIN FREDRICK 





THE NORELCO REFLEX ACTION RAZOR. 
IF IT SHAVES LIKE A BLADE, 


WE’LL GIVE YOU YOUR MONEY BACK. 


The new Norelco Reflex Action Razor is clinically proven 
to shave with less irritation than a blade. 
Its Reflex Action follows the curves and contours of your face, 
so you get a great-looking shave every time. 
We'll even let you try it risk-free for 21 days. 


Just to prove we're not speaking with a forked tongue. 
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an we talker” Sheryl Crow plants a hand on her 
tight hip and addresses what she calls a “granola crowd” 
packed tight in the Santa Cruz, Calif., Civic Auditori- 
um. Crow has come to the section of “Can't Cry Any- 
more,” a cut from her multiplatinum album, Tuesday 
Night Music Club, where she starts talk-singing, “Got a 

















_— . 


“the Wal-Mart song” (“Love Is a Good Thing,” which 
lashes the company for selling guns that end up in the 
wrong hands and led the chain to ban the album from 
its stores). In Santa Cruz, the crowd boos, and she dou- 
ble-takes: "Boo for Wal-Mart or boo for me?” Getting 
the right answer, she mutters, “Good — I can’t have you 
angry with me. I'm very codependent.” 

It’s close enough to a cliché: the beautiful thrush 
who’s happy only when she’s playing to an adoring 
crowd. But watched closely while on tour, Crow would 
seem to be living that cliché. Though she'll fly home 
during a break in the tour to see her therapist, Crow, 
her loyal fans may be flattered to hear, only wants to be 
with you. It’s the work onstage that keeps her alive, per- 
haps literally. "There was a time,” she says, “when every 
night I would fucking pray that I wouldn’t wake up. I’ve 
had so many conversations with people about suicide — 
people who have never thought of it, never occurred to 
them, and I think, ‘Wow, that’s really amazing, ” 

Yes, Crow's had a steady guy for some three years 
now, but there’s so much trouble there that bitter com- 
ments (as opposed to the last tour’s more frolicsome in- 
tro to “Strong Enough”: “This is for all the men I’ve tor- 
tured”) spill out of her mouth at gigs. “That sounds 
pretty good,” she says at sound check one day after 
working out the acoustic-guitar accompaniment to her 
beautifully bleak new tale of faded love, “Home.” “And 
having said that, why don’t I just hang myself?” Stalking 
through the video for her single “If Ir Makes You 
Happy” like a caged, headachey panther, she makes us 
send back the question, “Why the hell are you so sad?” 

Crow doesn’t just have demons — the inner voices that 
at least can be counted on to fuel one’s art — she’s got a 
ring of devils hounding her as well. Sure, she sold nearly 
8 million copies of Tuesday Night Music Club — and her 
studio mates have been clawing her flanks ever since for 
not sharing enough credit, even hinting that she’s their 


creation. “I was a musician who'd never gotten into think- 


FRED SCHRUERS'’ first RS cover story was on Ted 
Nugent. The year was 1979. 
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brother/He’s got real problems/Heroin,” but this 
evening she eyes the crowd mischievously and sings, 
“He’s a real pothead. .. .” The 1,500 or so assembled be- 
fore her, well sprinkled with flannel shirts, overalls and 
other haute-hippie couture, let out an 
appreciative communal grunt, and 
Crow quite literally does not miss a beat: “You, too?” * This 
moment is typical of Crow’s early-autumn minitour of the 
West, from small halls in Vancouver, British Columbia, and 
Price, Utah, to the Western Washington State Fair, in Puyal- 
lup and the gilded darkness of the Viper Room, in West Holly- 
wood, Calif Her goal is “to just go out and bust the cherry on 
the new material.” One song from the pointedly self-titled Sheryl 
Crow drew fire even before the record came out, on Sept. 24. 
Thus, in each town, Crow makes a little jape before she plays 
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ing I had to prove myself,” says se scree | 
Crow, who handles guitars with asain 
some élan and keyboards with 
real virtuosity. Even her disaf- 
fected colleagues grant her her 
vocal gifts. “Oh,” says Tuesday 
Night producer Bill Bottrell, 
“she is one of the great singers.” 
The very hits she must play 
to make sure her audiences get 
cozy with her new material are 
rife with the undying issues 
raised by the success of Tuesday Night Music Club (the 
boys in the band called themselves the Tuesday Music 
Club — the TMC for short). Crow speaks with tor- 
mented compulsiveness of the success that has man- 
aged to haunt rather than comfort her: “There’s been 
enough reference to the old record and those guys lash- 
ing out at me. It’s unfortunate in some ways that the 
record did so well, because I lost friends over it. It all 
comes from the place of, ‘How much did she do on her 
last record?’ ... I just think that’s something I'm going 
to suffer, this bruise in the apple, until three or four al- 
bums from now. It’s not anything I can’t tolerate. It just 
makes me mad sometimes, because I know where it’s 
coming from. It’s just a lot of bitterness.” 


HERYL CROW WAS BORN AND RAISED IN 

the city of Kennett, Mo., whose population of 

10,000-plus makes it a good deal bigger than 

such neighboring hamlets as Frisbee or Bragga- 
docio, in the boot heel of the state. The Mississippi River 
snakes by some 20 miles to the east, and Memphis, Tenn., 
is close enough that Crow discarded the idea of record- 
ing her new album there lest her sessions be interrupted 
by friends and relations bringing casseroles. Her father, 
Wendell Crow (once described by her as “moody”), is a 
lawyer and trumpeter, and her mother, Bernice, a piano 
teacher and music buff. “We Do What We Can,” from 
the last album, tells the autobiographical story of the 
young Crow listening to Mom and Dad's swing combo. 








A 
Down home in Kennett. 
Bernice Crow with 6-year-old Sheryl and 
siblings Kathy |left\, Karen | right] and Steve 


, 1969: Wendell and 





Crow was born on Feb. IL, 1962, the third of four chil- 


dren. From family photographs and stories, she can fond- 
ly reconstruct what now seems like a halcyon world. 
Sorting through pictures from the time, she sees one of 
her family gathered with some stolidity in the dining 
room, the grade-school Sheryl leaning into her parents 
with a slightly defiant stare. “Sulky kid,” she says, study- 
ing it for a moment. Her folks remain in their brick house 
with its nice yard, not far from the downtown square, the 
county courthouse and the old Blakemore’s pharmacy, 
where teenagers drank sodas and practiced mating rituals 
~— without the Crow siblings. "We thought everybody was 
going home after school to practice piano,” says sister 
Kathy, currently working in the Nashville, Tenn., office of 
a major music-publishing company (sister Karen, the most 
classically geared pianist of the 
family, lives in Perryville, Mo., 
with her husband and three chil- 
dren; younger brother Steve is a 
builder back home). 

The kid grew into an attrac- 
tiveness she still seems unwilling 
to acknowledge, but somehow 
center stage held few terrors. 
“Sheryl was a cheerleader and 
a twirler,” recalls Kathy. “She 
wasn’t shy about getting out 
and doing something, even if it 
meant that she had to be out 
by herself doing it.” Crow ran 
track, made good grades and 
drew male admirers but had, 
only too literally, her dark nights 
of the soul, suffering a condition 
she shared with her mother. ‘T 
never could understand why I 
would have this ‘sleep paralysis; ” 
Sheryl says. “There would be 
nights where I would be so 
afraid to go to sleep. ... In sleep 
paralysis, sometimes you get to 
the point where you are sure 
you're going to die in the dream, 
and your breathing stops and all 
that. It’s a bizarre and twisted feeling where you feel com- 
pletely paralyzed. And then the fear that comes along — 
it makes your heart race; it makes you sweat. I had it the 
night before I left L.A.” 

In other words, three nights ago. 

Crow came out of Kennett High School and enrolled 
in the University of Missouri, in Columbia, emerging 


with enough education credits to be hired in St. Louis as 
an elementary-school music teacher. She improvised part 
of her curriculum on her synthesizer, and at night it saw 
service onstage with various bands. Now, as then, Crow 
knows covers. Her prime influences are the Stones and 
Rod Stewart, but “The Na-Na Song” channels Lennon 
and McCartney (“Give Peace a Chance” meets “Hey 
Jude”), and she does Led Zeppelin’s “D’yer Mak’er” in 


her live set (her college band was called Cashmere). 
Crow ended up on the beer-soaked bandstands of St. 


Louis, covering hits, and one night (“probably in the 
middle of some Quarterflash song”), she tried to steady | 
a waitress who slipped while carrying mugs. Crow 


remembers the numbing bash in the mouth, then look- 
ing up into a mirror on the far wall to see her front teeth 
half clipped off, “Hee Haw style.” She spent a miserable 
night with beer as her anesthetic, waiting for a dental 


surgeon, and it wasn’t until the release of her debut a 
decade later that a lengthy restoration job saved the 
capped but threatened stumps that peek from under 
what one British scribe called “rock’s sexiest top lip.” 


Crow was 24 when she took off for Los Angeles with, 
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as success stories like to have 
it, little money and few pros- 
pects. She did jingles jobs 
and waitressed but hadn’t 
been scuffling too long when 
the chance came to audition 
to be a backup singer for 
Michael Jackson. Her de- 
tractors would be interested 
to know that Crow credits 
her quality of “innocence” for 
the successful audition. Soon 
she was not only onstage in 
a Halloweenish blond wig, 
dueting with Jackson on ‘T 
Just Can’t Stop Loving 
You,” but splashed across the 
tabloids as his supposed 
lover. Some combination of 
simple exhaustion and re- 
curring depression knocked 
her off her feet as soon as the 
Jackson tour ended, in early 
1989. It might have been a 
good time to try to get a deal 
— the tour was her most at- 
tention-getting gig until she 
sang backup with Don Hen- 
ley later that year — but 
Crow had fallen, and she was 
not quick to get up. 

“When I went through a 
really bad bout of depression,” 
says Crow, “my mom would 
call, and my mom and [ are 
very close, but she would call, 
and she would say, “You're a 
cute girl, you're smart, you've 
got everything in the world 
going for you; and that would 
just make it worse. Because 
then it makes you even loathe 
yourself more for being sick.” 

Her Jackson-tour visibility 
had dimmed, but Crow still 
had her chops, as Hugh Pad- 
gham discovered one day 
when she was hired to sing 
backup for a session he was 
producing, Padgham got her 
demo tape and passed it to 
David Anderle, the head of 
A&R at A&M. Anderle 
alerted Al Cafaro, who runs 
the label, and soon, Crow was 
in Anderle’s office. The im- 
pression he got that day 
hasn’t changed, says Cafaro: 
“A very, very strong person, 
with an ultimate, overriding 
confidence in herself, but 
constantly assessing where 
she’s at and what's going on. 
She’s introspective and ...a 
complex person who can be 
different parts of herself at 
different times. That’s what 
provides the heat, the attrac- 
tion — the power.” 

However strong Crow’s 
sense of herself, Padgham was 
a force in his own right. When 


SWEATER BY MORGAN DE TOI, HOT PANTS BY FUTURE OZBEK: BOOTS BY PRADA 


Crow is Midwestern to the bone — no snob and no slacker — but if you're on her tour bus, best do your job 
right. The handlers around her often havea hangdog look that probably takes a Sherpa guide to understand. 


Crow went into the studio for her first solo sessions, “it 
was Sheryl’s first time as the artist,” recalls Cafaro. 
“She’s in there with the man who produces Sting and 
Phil Collins. What do you think she’s going to do? 
She’s going to shut up and take direction.” 

The direction Crow took was toward a slightly glam- 
rock mainstream, with busy layers of sound monopolizing 
the front-and-center space where her singing (hindsight 
says) clearly belongs. “It’s a good record,” insists Cafaro, 
though the label chose not to release it. “There’s some 
really good songwriting on it, some really good singing on 
it, but it was an album-rock record, and that was not a for- 
mat we felt really served her best in reaching an audience.” 

Nonetheless, A&M acceded to Crow’s demand that 
her boyfriend at the time, Kevin Gilbert, frontman of the 
short-lived L.A. band Toy Matinee, be given a chance at 
a remix. He failed to salvage the album, but he asked Bill 
Bottrell — who had engineered recordings for Michael 
Jackson, Madonna and the Traveling Wilburys — to give 
a listen to both mixes along with Crow’s gutsier original 
demos, Bottrell paid her a visit, and though he remem- 
bers he was “very insensitive,” he heard something. It was 
1991 and the first of several chapters Crow would share 
with the intense, hard-to-please and endlessly opinion- 
ated producer. “I now know,” says Bottrell, “why Pad- 
gham, the most successful producer of the ’80s, missed 
the main point of this chick whom he was working 
with.” And? “Well, she’s fucking hopeless. She’s obnox- 
ious. I mean, she was probably needling him to death, 
you know, nagging him to death.” 


OU CAN CAST A PRETTY WIDE NET AMONG 

Crow’s acquaintances without finding any- 

one ready to describe — beyond that familiar 

backhanded compliment of “driven” — what 
her essence may be. She can charm a roomful of back- 
stage handshakers, one by one, in 10 minutes with small 
talk (“Are you a couple? Well, you are now”) and eye 
contact. She’s Midwestern to the bone — no snob and 
no slacker — but if you’re on her tour bus, best do your 
job right. The next crisis is never far off, and the han- 
dlers around her often have a hangdog look that prob- 
ably takes a Sherpa guide to understand. Playing well 
(and selling records) is her best revenge. To do so, she 
works hard and long; her goad may be plain-old buried 
rage. Say this for the musicians whose conflicts contin- 
ue with her to this day: Their rage is in the open. 

The poster boy for the anti-Crow camp, were he still 
alive, would be Kevin Gilbert. “His death was tragic, but 
his life was not a tragedy,” says Jon Rubin, who once 
fronted the ’70s pop band the Rubinoos, became Gil- 
bert’s “manager by default” and is now executor of his 
estate. It was Rubin who found Gilbert’s body at home 
in Eagle Rock, Calif., not far from his Pasadena studio, 
on May 18 of this year. The coroner's office listed the 
cause of death as “autoerotic asphyxiation”: Gilbert was 
wearing a black hood and a skirt, his head resting on a 
leather strap chained to the headboard of his bed. 

No one links Gilbert’s sad demise directly to Crow. 
Nor does she accept any blame for Gilbert’s admittedly 
great unfulfilled potential. “In the weirdest way, my reac- 
tion was that of not being surprised,” Crow says of Gil- 
bert’s death. “As long as I've known him, he’s struggled 
with life, as if every single event in life was out to bring 
him down or trip him up. His perception of the world, 
from a narcissistic standpoint, was one of darkness, un- 


happiness. Yeah, he had an accident. But I know the mu- 





sic he was working on at the time was pretty dark, real- 
ly Gothic.” Crow’s farewell note may well be a song that’s 
included only on overseas versions of Sheryl Crow — a 
faintly ironic country dirge called “Sad, Sad World”: I 
know you hate me, I see that now. ... I'm a bad, bad girl 
for letting you down/I remember every fucked-up min- 
ute/It’s a sad, sad world without you around.” 

When Crow was making some demo recordings in 
1989, her publishing company suggested that she work 
with Gilbert, and what became a troubled romance stag- 
gered forward through the summer of 1992 and the for- 
mation of the Tuesday Music Club. The group coa- 
lesced around Bottrell and the high-tech, low-key refuge 
of a studio he called Toad Hall. The catalyst was the 
erratically brilliant David Baerwald. The other members 
of the TMC were David Ricketts, with whom Baerwald 
had made the widely praised and million-selling album 
Boomtown; the songwriter and bassist Dan Schwartz; 
Brian MacLeod, best known for his work as a drummer 
with Wire Train and Tears for Fears; and Gilbert, who 
had his own studio inside Toad Hall. Soon after the first 
of the TMC’s impromptu sessions, Gilbert began talk- 
ing up Crow: “that girl who played keyboards for Toy 
Matinee at the Roxy.” What Baerwald has called “the 
slacker poets and castrati revolutionaries” of the TMC 
decided that to counter “the increasingly macho at- 
mosphere that was developing in the room, it would be 
nice to have some female energy around that wasn’t so 
blockheaded.” On the third Tuesday-evening session, 
Gilbert called Crow. Says Baerwald, “She walked into a 
buzzing hornet’s nest of wild ego and — just fun energy.” 

What happened next captures the best and worst of 
the TMC -— the anarchy, the ecstasy and the jealousy. 
Baerwald had become drinking buddies with an 
epic boozer, John O’Brien, then unknown. By 
the time his novel was adapted into the film 
Leaving Las Vegas, O’Brien would be long dead, 
but in between is the dispute that divides Crow 
and Baerwald to this day. 

Jazzed in some way by O’Brien’s novel (and fly- 
ing on acid), Baerwald came up with a couplet en 
route to the studio that would be spun out for 
several more verses into the song “Leaving Las 
Vegas.” “David couldn’t function much,” remem- 
bers Bottrell, “so we put him on this keyboard 
that had monophonic sound, meaning no matter 
how many keys you play, it only plays one. You 
still hear it on the record, going all over the place.” 

The remainder of that session and just three 
more such evenings constituted the bulk of the 
TMC's contributions as a group. “The rest of it is 
just sweat and blood from me and Sheryl Crow,” 
says Bottrell of what — with an infusion of cash - 
from A&M — were now understood to be sessions 
for a Sheryl Crow solo album. It was so far, so 
good for the ad hoc band. When the album was 
released, in August 1993, writing credits would be 
distributed liberally on the record, and the singer's 
personal note on the liner would further thank the 
boys, most notably Gilbert (“I owe you big for two 
years of musical and emotional support”). 

But what should have been a landmark ap- 
pearance on Late Show With David Letterman in 
March 1994 whipsawed into an emotional spin- 
out for Crow. She did such a fine and passionate 
job on “Leaving Las Vegas” that the host called 
her over to talk, and when he asked if the song 





was autobiographical, she blurted out, “Yes.” To the 
TMC, and especially John O’Brien and Kevin Gilbert, 
who were separately watching at their homes in L.A, it | 
didn’t help that Crow at once confessed that she’d nev- 
er lived in Vegas and that the song was “metaphorical.” 
(“As soon as I said the word yes,” says Crow, “I was 
doomed. But, hey, you learn as you go.”) 

“Kevin went nuts,” says Rubin. “Livid. I know he called 
her, going, “What the fuck are you talking about?’ ” 

That spelled the end of Crow and Gilbert. 

When O’Brien heard Crow say, “Yes,” recalls his sis- 
ter Erin, “he got really torqued.” O’Brien’s father, John, 
drove his son through Venice, where O’Brien found 
Baerwald’s house and pounded on the door. The wrath 
rattled around — after O’Brien shot himself three weeks 
later, Baerwald wrote a heartbroken piece for the L.A. 
Weekly accusing Crow of causing him to betray his 
friend and, by pointedly saying he didn’t really blame | 
anyone for O’Brien’s suicide, somehow blamed her. | 
“That absolutely destroyed me,” says Crow. O'Brien's | 
family, however, absolves her. “John was just mad about 
it,” says his father. “I don’t think anything at all having 
to do with this Sheryl Crow business was even one block 
in the foundation of his suicide.” Says Erin: “John had a 
pretty jaded view of the entertainment industry, and, you 
know, this type of event contributed in no small part to 
that attitude. But the problems that drove him toward 
the end were — you know, that’s a long, long bloody trip.” 

But alienation had sprung up earlier, around the time 
of the album’s release. With Baerwald and the other | 
members of the TMC feeling left out (to save money 
touring, Crow had gone back to Missouri to recruit a 
band) and Bottrell merely tolerating her because she 
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Simply soulful. 
Simply seductive. 
Simply timeless. 


imply their best. 
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Includes the brand new 
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simple and profound (“Tf it makes you happy...” |, 


On her new album, Crow has asked something both 


7) 


albeit without having the answer herself, % %% 


was fronting the songs he prized, Crow | 
went off on a grueling tour, working a | 


record that for seven months refused to 
take off. That all changed with the re- 
lease of “All I Wanna Do,” in July 1994. 
Abruptly, Crow was nationwide. Eight 
months later she was at the Grammys, 
picking up her Best New Artist statuette. 


OON AFTER, CROW RETURNED 


to L.A. — not for the rest and | 


| Bottrell. They decamped to New Orleans, 


woodshedding she deserved, but 





straight into Round 2 with Bott- 
rell. “It’s amazing we were still trying to 
work,” he says, “but we both said to each 
other, ‘We write the best songs with each 
other’ I said to her, ‘Look, we’re really not | 
getting along, you and me, but J like the 
songs a lot’ ” In two weeks, they had eight 
tracks; all three songs Bottrell co-wrote 





with her would emerge on her new album. 
Crow’s emotional state, after months 
of open squabbles with the TMC, was 
“raw and vulnerable,” she says. “My only 
objective on this record was to get under 
people’s skin, because I was feeling like I 
had so much shit to hurl at the tape.” She | 
strove to add “some balance and levity.” | 
You hear it, especially in “A Change” 
(motored by hand claps and Crow’s organ 
licks, about the long-dead, eccentric Eng- 
lish studio geek Joe Meek), in the rip-and- 
run single “If It Makes You Happy” (‘I | 
promised you [d never give up”) and the 
Stonesy rocker “Hard to Make a Stand.” | 
On the Dylan-esque “Redemption Day,” | 
written after a USO tour in Bosnia with 
Hillary and Chelsea Clinton, Crow seems 


to wonder why that duo’s husband and | 





father “waited till so late” to intervene. 


| The chilling if beautiful track titled “The 


| Book” ostensibly eulogizes a three-day 


love affair in Rome but could be about 


the TMC betrayal: “And I didn't 


| know/By giving my hand/That I would 


| be written down, sliced around, passed 


down/Among strangers’ hands.” 

Work on the new album began at the 
austerely elegant Toad Hall, but Crow 
“was feeling ghosts in that room,” says 


where the seams in their relationship took 
just 24 hours to rip open. “The second 
day,” says Bottrell, “we had a fight out on 
the side street with great hollering going 
on. It was a fabulous scene. Then I left.” 

"The unfortunate thing about suc- 
cess,” says Crow, reminded of that day, “is 
that you have to work out your problems 
in public.” 

Crow had cut the bulk of the record in 
New Orleans and returned to L.A. to fin- 
ish it off when the call came announcing 
Kevin Gilbert’s death. Crow would at- 
tend the memorial service: “Yeah, every- 
body was there. . . . It was very awkward. 
I feel like, I think Pve done everything 
that I can, and now how is it I still can’t 
do anything right? It’s almost like a father 
relationship where you are just always try- 
ing to please somebody, and you can't 


really, And I still don’t know. But part of | 


that got worked out on the record.” 


ROW IS SITTING, IN HER 
almost formally attentive fash- 
ion, at a small table in a Van- 
couver coffeehouse. Through 
these chore-packed days — this 








The performer at 15: Center stage held few terrors. visit has included a video shoot 


























the Pops, her gig at Vogue 
Theater and a meet-and-greet 
with Canadian press and radio 
types — she doesn’t visibly flag 
till around midnight. She’s 
bare-armed in the drafty joint 
(handling guitars and accor- 
dions has given her nicely 
strappy biceps) and bears the 
slightly clouded if alert ex- 
pression with which she char- 
acteristically greets the world. 
=| It’s not merely for business rea- 
sons that those around her like 
to please — when her grin does 
break through the clouds, it’s 
like a reward, and she seems to 
be a woman who likes to laugh, 
when she remembers how. Yet 
the denim-clad, fresh-faced 
Crow of Tuesday Night Music 
Club has been replaced in her 


current campaign by a lip- 





for the British program Top of 
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and called Cashmere while at the University of 


Missouri. One of her next stops was the beer-soaked bandstands of St. Louis. 


sticked, er, sulky fashion tramp with 
hooded eyes who just might be getting 
ready to spit at somebody. “We had a day 
of press in Europe,” says Crow, “and I had 
two guys come in and say, “Your cover — 
you look so sad. Are you sad?” Well, doc- 
tor, it’s actually a photo.” She pauses a 
beat. “I don’t feel like the same person. I 
don’t feel like that accessible girl in the 
jeans shirt with a dog and, ‘Hey, come sit 
down, I'll tell you everything, I don’t feel 
like that person anymore. I do feel like 
having a certain amount of space between 
me and the world around me. I had given 
it all away. And now I'm trying to get 
some of it back.” 

Somehow — with her drive, mixed with 
pride, anger and chops — Crow has pulled 
off a second, more personal arrival on her 
new album. She’s used her influences (“I 
think that’s good, as long as it’s not so 
derivative that you’re flying toward the 
vortex of normality”) to churn up B songs 
and a couple of sweet B sides on which 
she belts (“like a bad lounge singer gone 
nutty” on “Ordinary Morning”), peals 
(“Everyday Is a Winding Road”), hushes 
your mouth (“The Book”) and simply 
sings her ass off (“If It Makes You 
Happy”). She’s pitched camp on VHI, 
sold 82,000 singles and 143,000 albums 
(hitting No. 6 on the charts) in the al- 
bum’s first two weeks, and made Wal- 
Mart squirm (local radio stations in Den- 
ver and Columbia, Mo., helped Crow 
make her point by distributing the album 
in, by God, Wal-Mart parking lots). She 
has asked something both simple and 
profound (“If it makes you happy .. .”) — 
albeit without having the answer herself. 


HIS IS WHAT CROW SAYS TO 

the crowd at the Puyallup 

state fair before singing “No 

One Said It Would Be Easy”: 
“So I was thinking about getting married. 
Are you married? What the heck. My 
parents have been married 43 years, and 
they really like each other. My boyfriend 
and I have been together for three years, 
and we really don’t like each other.” 


In Vancouver, Crow ponders relation- 
ships in a quieter setting. “I would never,” 
she says of the boyfriend (an L.A. casting 
agent she’s been on-and-off with lately), 
“want to say anything to hurt him. You 
know, I can’t be responsible for what I 
might say between songs. Your relation- 
ships do change from night to night. You 
know, there are days when our relation- 
ship isn’t so great, and then there are days 
when I think if I didn’t have it, I would go 
nuts. It’s gone this way, and it’s gone that 
way, and it is difficult for somebody to be 
involved with someone who is not around 
very much. There’s not enough I can do 
some days to make my boyfriend feel like 
he’s the most important thing in my life 
— ‘Well, then why are you in Vancouver?” 
— and it is an ongoing process. We have 
been working at it for three years, and 
we'll probably continue to work on it.” 

On “If It Makes You Happy,” Crow 
avers, “I’m not the kind of girl you’d take 
home.” She is, of course — kind to animals 
(her Lab-greyhound mix, Scout, is a 
sweetly morose shelter find) and children 
(she somewhat shyly recounts her morn- 
ing visits to children’s wards in the cities 
along her way). But hers is not an easeful 
style. “Ordinary Morning” asks whether 
painted birds ever fly away, but she’s read 
the book and knows the answer: “They 
used to paint birds, and they would send 
them up into the air. And then they 
would fall to their death because their 
wings weighed so much. For some reason, 
that stuck with me.” 

Some days later, Crow is playing yet 
another warm-up in a hall an hour north 
of L.A. As she picks up her vintage Itali- 
an accordion to play “Strong Enough,” 
she seems about to repeat her crack from 
Puyallup. “My folks have been married, 
like, 43 years?” she begins. But the set of 
her mouth changes as she shrugs the ac- 
cordion on, and what she says sounds like 
a revelation, or at least a progress report, 
in its own right: “This song — this song 
is about people staying together.” Then, 
as the audience crowds closer, she plays 
it with feeling, © 
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TO MILLIONS of viewers a night, hess the host of Larry King Live. In my family, he's the crazy uncle 











The King oF 


A FEW TIMES EACH YEAR, ages 60 to 90, who pick sides and 


Larry King puts everything aside then play a rigorous game of nude 


and sets out for La Costa, a health volleyball. Many of these men have 


spa in the hills north of San Diego. also had heart attacks, so every 


Nearly 10 years ago he had a heart chest is marked by the jagged scar 


where the surgeon went in. They 


attack, followed by quintuple- 


bypass surgery, and going to La say this makes them members of 


the Zipper Club. ¢ When Larry is 


Costa is his way of asking fate for a 


behind a microphone in Washing- 


few more years. Each morning he 


ton, D.C., he’s one of the most vis- 


takes a brisk walk around the golf 


course, checking his pulse along the ible people on earth. Six nights a 


way. Each afternoon he heads to the week he can be seen in more than 


170 million households in 210 coun- 


spa, pulls off his clothes and steps 


into a pool in a secluded courtyard. tries and territories. In recent years, 


the show has become a kind of inter- 


The pool is filled with naked men, 





By Rich Cohen 
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national forum where statesmen go to spin, explain, get 
elected. Recently he has interviewed Benjamin Netan- 
yahu, Yasir Arafat, Shimon Peres, Louis Farrakhan, 
Hillary Clinton, Elizabeth Dole, Jack Kemp, Bob Dole 
and Jacques Chirac. And Larry himself has become part 


of the machinery of world affairs, like the voting booth ° 


or the ballot. The way a surgeon is on constant call from 
patients, he’s on constant call from the world at large. 
Any phone can become his own personal beeper. Yitz- 
hak Rabin’s been shot? I'll be at the studio in 20 minutes. 

“This all came out of the 1992 presidential elec- 
tion,” Larry explains, settled in a chair by the side of 
the pool. “Ross Perot announced his candidacy on our 
show, which made us a must-do for all the candidates 
and a place where news sometimes breaks. During 
that election, we had Perot, Clinton and even George 
Bush, the sitting president, taking calls. The coming 
election should be even more exciting.” 

In the early evening, Larry sits at a small table in La 





ABOVE: JOE GARAGIOLA, LARRY AND 
HERB COHEN (FROM LEFT) IN 1988; 
NEAR RIGHT: LARRY (CENTER) WITH 
THE AUTHOR (SECOND FROM RIGHT) 
IN 1995 AT A FUND-RAISER; FAR 
RIGHT: WITH PRESIDENTIAL CANDI- 
DATE ROSS PEROT IN OCTOBER 1992. 


Costa’s Brasserie restaurant. He says 
coming up here is like returning to 
the Catskills of his youth, the “Jewish 
Alps” where he worked at the famous 
resort Grossinger’s. “We're doing it all again, only smal- 
ler,” he says, looking around. “Less food, less stories, but 
that’s the way everything is these days.” 

As he talks, the hills darken to a silhouette against 
the sky. Coming up here, Larry often recalls the night 
in 1987 when he almost died, in an emergency room at 
a Washington hospital; his voice assumes the reflec- 
tive nature of a man taking stock. “If our parents 
could see the kind of life we lead, the kind of money 
we make, they would never believe it,” he says. “The 
numbers would be like nonsense to them. “Three mil- 
lion dollars a year you make? Are you crazy?’ ” 

Sometimes he thinks he did die back there, that 
everything that has occurred since his heart attack has 
been a sort of fever dream, the last images that flash 
through the mind in the moments before death. “All 
these things that have happened since — the [1992] 
elections, the success,” he says, “they seem so remark- 
able to me. And sometimes, when I think of the old 
days, it all seems so remote and distant. But most of 
the time, the things that happened back in Brooklyn 


RicH COHEN wrote about Patrick J. Buchanan’s young 
campaign workers and followers in RS 732. 
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seem more real, more present, more important than 
. . ” 
anything that has happened to me since. 


ROWNSVILLE WAS THE BRIGHT IDEA OF A 

clear-thinking land developer, Aaron Kaplan, 

who in 1887 looked at this marshland on the edge 

of Brooklyn and saw an escape valve for the 
overflowing slums of Manhattan’s Lower East Side. By 
1933, when Larry King was born there as Larry Zeiger, 
it had grown into one of the biggest Jewish slums in the 
world. It was the home of Murder Inc., a squad of Jewish 
hit men who waited on the corner for the call. Now and 
then, word came of another body found in the weeds of 
Canarsie, full of bullets or with a cord around the neck, 
and the tongue blue or just some teeth and a watch, and 
everything else burned up. Mothers told sons the same 
fate awaited them if they grew too friendly with those 
well-dressed men on the corner. 

Larry’s father, Eddie Zeiger, a hard-working immigrant 
from Pinsk, Russia, owned Eddie’s, a bar and grill 
on Fulton Street in Brownsville — a favorite 
among cops on the beat. Every day, Larry walked 
straight from school to the bar’s dusty interior. 
Once in a while, some cop would sit him on the 
bar and ask what was wrong. “Kid, don’t you know 
I'm a cop?” he’d ask. “I can fix anything,” 

One day in 1944, when he was 10, as Larry 
made his way home from the library, he could see 
in the distance the dull throb of police lights. He 
then saw squad cars parked in front of his build- 


. 
**@¢ene,s 


ing. He heard screams. His mother. 
Before he made it through the door, 
a cop picked him up and drove him 
off to the Loew’s Pitkin, a nearby 
movie theater. And it was there, as 
Robert Taylor fought “the Japs” in 
Bataan, that the cop told Larry about the sad way thin 
sometimes happen. “Your father died of a heart attack 
this morning,” the officer said. And Larry sat there to 
the end — Taylor, machine gun in hand, fighting to the 
death as he’s overrun by the enemy. 

That summer, Larry’s mother moved her family to 
Bensonhurst, a middle-class area clear across Brooklyn. 
The Zeigers, now fatherless and “on relief,” as welfare 
was called in those days, took an attic flat on 83rd 
Street. “The city of New York bought me my first pair 
of glasses,” Larry wrote in When You're From Brooklyn, 
Everything Else Is Tokyo. “Wire-rimmed glasses, free, 
that told all the world that you were poor and on relief, 
and couldn’t afford a pair with frames.” 

When school began, Larry had trouble settling down. 
To a boy who has lost his father, some things just don’t 
matter. What did subjects like English and biology have 
to tell him? Larry never again got good marks. He was 








smart but reckless. Several times each week he was sent 
to the principal’s office, and that’s where he met my 
father. “Herbie Cohen was the first friend I made in the 
new neighborhood,” Larry wrote. “If Brooklyn has pro- 
duced its share of characters, Herbie may head the list.” 

Over the years, Larry and my father have remained 
great friends. They talk at least once a day. They guard 
each other’s stories. When you see them somewhere like 


Glencoe, Ill., where I grew up, it’s like seeing a piece of © 


Brooklyn out walking around. When people ask my 
dad where he’s from, he smiles and, in his thickest 
Brooklyn accent, says, “Cheyenne, Wyo.” It’s surprising 
how many people walk away believing they've just met 
a man from Cheyenne. 

Larry has written two books that chronicle my 
father’s childhood exploits. My dad moves through 
these texts the way the youthful hero, the hero destined 
to fall, moves through all coming-of-age novels: “Herbie 
was a provocateur,” wrote Larry. “He was a schemer 
and a troublemaker, but he was in it for the sport, and 
he got just as much satisfaction from getting into trou- 
ble as getting out of it.” 


Back in Brooklyn, my father and Larry spent much of | 


their time at 86th Street and Bay Parkway, the Corner, 
beneath the West End elevated subway. They hung out 





there the way wise guys hung out on the corners of | 


Brownsville, only without the killing. There was Sandy 
Koufax, who went on to pitch for the Dodgers; Asher 
Dann, according to Larry the best-looking kid in 
Brooklyn, who later starred in September Storm, a B movie, 


THERE WAS SANDY KOUFA<X, who pitched for 
the Dodgers; Asher Dann, the best-looking kid in Brooklyn; 
Sam DeLuca, who blocked for Joe Namath; Inky: and Herbie. 
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as a Spanish cabin boy; Bernard Horowitz, who once, 


when asked a question, said, “Who?” and when the ques- 
tion was repeated, said, “Ha?” and was ever after known 
as Who-Ha; Sid Young, a terrific basketball player; Sam 
DeLuca, a football star who later, as a member of profes- 
sional football’s New York Jets, blocked for Joe Namath; 
Herbie Cohen, who started trouble for the same reason 
scientists mix chemicals — to study the results; and Larry 
Zeiger, known as Zeke-the-Creek-the-Mouthpiece. Even 
then, Larry was a broadcaster, announcing happenings on 
the corner. “Here comes Sam DeLuca,” he might say into 
a rolled-up newspaper. “Now DeLuca is telling Zeiger to 
shut up. Now DeLuca is approaching Zeiger. Now 
DeLuca is lifting Zeiger off the ground. This is Larry 
Zeiger, signing off.” 

After dinner, the friends met again on the Corner, 
some of them wearing jackets that proclaimed their alle- 
giance to the Warriors, a club they had formed. They 
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stayed out until the lights 
went off in the apartment- 
house windows and the fire 
escapes, where big brothers 
dreamed of girls and the 
Second World War, filled 
with the glow of cigarettes. 
And then, one day, some- 
one was missing. A friend 
who used to be on the Corner 
was not on the Corner any- 
more. Maybe it was Sandy, 
who had gone off to play 
baseball. Or maybe it was 
Herbie, who had gone down 
to Camp Chaffee, Ark., to 
train for the Korean War. And the next 
day, someone else was gone. This time it 


was Who-Ha or Gutter Rat or Bucko or 
Inky or Sheppo or Moppo. And then 
one afternoon, Larry went to the Corner 


and waited. And waited. But no one 
came. He raised his collar. He smoked a 
cigarette. He rolled up his paper to an- 
nounce, but the stadium was empty. The 
summer was over. So Larry left the Cor- 
ner and went into the world. 


FTER GRADUATING FROM 
high school, Larry got a mail- 
room job at 1440 Broadway in 
Manhattan. “Great location,” 
Larry says now. “That building was 
home to WOR [Radio].” Between 
errands, he rode the elevator to the top 
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LARRY SPENT SO MUCH 
Pa TIME CHANGING THE MUSIC 
} AT HIS PARTY THAT THE 
GUESTS BEGAN ASKING, 
“WHO'S LARRY?” 


WARRIORS, 1946: LARRY (WITH BOTTLE) STANDING 
NEXT TO HERBIE (CENTER). BEST FRIENDS TO THIS DAY. 


floor, where the station was located, held 
the OPEN button and gazed into the 
newsroom. “That’s where I wanted to 
be,” he says. Riding back to the lobby, he 
spoke to strangers in a booming voice — 
“Wonderful weather we're having today; 
can’t wait to get out into it!” — pretend- 
ing he was a broadcaster on his way home 
from work. But each night, he stepped 
off the El and back into Bensonhurst, 
where a group of younger kids was colo- 
nizing the Corner. One night, coming off 
the train, he ran into my grandfather, 
Morris. They walked together for a time. 
“Tell me, Larry,” asked my grandfather. 
“What will you do with your life?” 

So Larry told Morris of his love for 
the radio. For kids of Larry’s generation, 
radio had a romance that is hard for us 
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to imagine today. The voices on radio | 


were like voices in a dream. “That’s what 
I want to do,” Larry told Morris. “I want 
to be on the radio.” 

“What are you, Arthur Godfrey?” my 
grandfather asked, shaking his head. 
“Pipe dreams! Get a Job. Come work for 
me at the bias-binding factory.” 

These days, whenever anyone asks Lar- 
ry about his early years, he tells this story. 
Somehow, Larry Zeiger has been able to 
live a dream most people would be happy 
to catch a glimpse of. “You know what?” 
he asks, smiling. “I think I might be big- 
ger than Arthur Godfrey ever was.” 

Not long after that, a friend intro- 
duced Larry to a radio executive. When 
Larry arrived at the meeting, his head was 
swimming, and before he knew what he 
was doing, he was tearing open his chest 
and showing his bleeding heart. He told 
this man how he dreamed of the radio, 
how he used to roll up the newspaper and 
broadcast from the Corner, how no other 
career much touched his imagination. 
“What would you do if you were me?” 
Larry asked. “Where would you go?” 

“Miami,” the man said. “It’s the com- 
ing city, a place full of kids on the way 
up and old guys on the way out. Low 
pay. Long hours. But at least you'll be 
working in radio.” 

Miami in the "50s had the wide-open 
feel of a gold-rush town. With the end 
of the Second World War, tourists 









came in droves. Each year, a new hotel, 
more opulent than the last, opened on 
the beach. The Fontainebleau, the Eden 
Roc, the Americana. 

It sometimes seemed that Brooklyn 
itself had moved down there. Each morn- 
ing, old men with New York accents sat 


| around tables at delis like Wolfie’s or the 


Rascal House, smoking cigars, telling lies. 
“This shirt? I got this shirt for a dollah!” 
Looking down Collins Avenue, they pro- | 
claimed Miami the true promised land of | 
the Jews. “Same climate as Tel Aviv,” they | 
would say. “Better neighborhood.” 

This was a good place for Larry to 


LARRY AND HERBIE (TOP ROW, FROM LEFT), 
WARRIORS ON THE STOOP IN BENSONHURST | 
















break in. Here was a community of expa- 
triates, strangers in a strange land. Larry 
could serve a function here. He could be 
the Brooklyn accent on the radio, the 
sound of home. 

He stayed at an uncle’s place near the 
beach, sleeping on a couch. Each after- 
noon, Larry went from radio station to 
station, asking after openings. He at last 
found his way to WAHR, a small Mi- 
ami Beach AM station where the general 
manager was actually impressed by the 
voice Larry had made up on the Corner. 
“Hang around,” the GM told the kid. 
“Someone’s bound to quit.” After two 
weeks, someone did quit, and Larry was 
given the morning drive-time shift. Larry 
Zeiger, the schmuck from Brooklyn, 
was about to become Larry Zeiger, the 
disc jockey. 

A few minutes before his debut, Larry 
was called into the GM’s office. “All 
right, kid, what’s the name you're going 
to use?” he asked. 

Larry looked back blankly. 

"Zeiger is too German, too Jewish,” 
explained the GM. “Not show-business 
enough. So what will it be?” 

Larry frowned. 

“OK,” said the GM, drumming his fin- 
gers on his desk. “You’re Larry King.” 

Sitting behind the mike, Larry was too 
nervous to talk. He faded the music 
down, then back up. When the GM 


burst in, explaining the term “communi- 








cations business,” Larry found his voice. 
“Ladies and gentlemen . . . my name is 
Larry King,” he said. “This is my first day 
on the air, and I’m nervous. I’ve been fad- 
ing the music up and down, trying to 
think of something to say, and the gen- 
eral manager just came in here and told 
me I'd better start talking.” 

Larry Zeiger never did make it on the 
radio; but here, at last, was Larry King. 
Within 18 months, he was hired away by 
a bigger Miami Beach station, WKAT. 
Soon after, someone had the idea of tak- 
ing him out of the studio and putting 
him in the front window of Pumpernik’s, 
a popular restaurant on Miami Beach. 
All morning, Larry would sit in the win- 
dow, talking on the air to anyone who 
happened through the door. His fourth 
day in the window, who walks through 
the door but Bobby Darin, whose song, 
Mack the Knife, was No. 1 in the country. 

This was Larry’s debut as an inter- 
viewer. His gift was clear from the begin- 
ning. He probed with the simple, 
straightforward curiosity of the Corner. 
In the coming weeks, visiting stars dis- 
covered King and made regular morning 
visits to Pumpernik’s. 

“I was working the hotel show- 
rooms,” says Frank Sinatra, who knows 
King from the early days in Miami. 
“Larry is a good listener, does his home- 
work and doesn’t throw out phony 
questions. We have the same type of 






















conversation whether we’re on his show | 


or at dinner.” 


For Larry, the world had become his | 


| would be lots of sunshine. Still, there 


Corner. People dropped by his various 
shows, important people: Sinatra, Ed 


Sullivan, Jimmy Hoffa, Hubert Hum- 


7 —_ 





LARRY DURING THE MIAMI DAYS, CIRCA 1959 


phrey, Jackie Gleason, Danny Thomas. By 
the late ’60s, in addition to the radio show, 
Larry was hosting a TV show, calling play- 
by-play for pro football’s Miami Dolphins 
and writing a newspaper column for the 
Miami Herald. Miami was his town. 


lonesome “Happy Birthday to Me? Call 


1-800-PIONEER for a dealer near you. 





In a movie, this part would be shown 
in montage: champagne, limos, Cuban 
cigars, gangsters, yachts, women. There 


would be something else, the hint of 
trouble, something dark just coming into 
focus. The sequence would close with 
Larry in a sports car, barreling down an 
empty road at night. The audience sees 
the cliff; Larry does not. 

For years, Larry had been living be- 
yond his means. He bought things he did 
not need and needed things he could not 


afford. He bought cars, ran up tabs, | 


dodged creditors, bet hunches. He paid 
off one loan by taking out another, using 
only his celebrity as collateral. And 
always, even when the horses were run- 
ning in the mud, he was at the track. And 
it was at the track that he met the man 
who would accompany him to the bot- 
tom, Lou Wolfson. 


Lou Wolfson was a legend in South | 


Florida, an early corporate raider. He | 


made his first million before he was 30. 
At one time, he controlled an empire 
worth around $400 million. Wolfson 
had a mysterious quality to him. He 
was, to Larry, like one of those exotic, 
Upper East Side Jews, the Jews of char- 
ity balls and philanthropies. Wolfson 
built wings on hospitals; he also had a 
high school named after him. 

Wolfson had other things, too: houses, 


a box at Hialeah racetrack, a string of || 


His five-disc carousel knows him better than his friends. If hed 
gotten a Pioneer* 25-disc system for his birthday, he could groove with his guests to the 
perfect song for each occasion. He could play music randomly from a set of CDs he previously 


grouped by mood. Or play them his favorites hed easil 


china kind of party, hed need Pioneer’ 50+1-dise OD 
player to keep him on the dance floor. For an all-day barbecue, hed need the 101-disc 
CD player to keep the hot dogs rolling Or he could get funky with a fully integrated 
25-disc rack or mini system. But let’ face it, with Larry’ current CD player 


making him a stranger among friends, next year he'll be singing a very 
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thoroughbreds. He also had a way of 
working his way into people’s lives, 
plumbing their needs, reaching for hi 
checkbook. Nobody ever told Larry just 
what Wolfson was buying. What did it 
matter? Wolfson was rich; Larry was 
strapped. What else could matter? 

One day, as Larry entered the track, he 
heard someone call his name. Turning, he 
saw this handsome white-haired guy. 
"You're Larry King, aren’t you?” the man 
asked. “I watch your show.” 

Larry followed Wolfson up to his box. 
The two had dinner a few days later. “No 
small talk,” said the older man, sitting 
down to eat. “What's your goal in life?” 

"I don’t really have a goal,” said Larry. 


LARRY SAW NIXON ata party and asked him to 
help a wealthy friend. Nixon called over a bald man: 


“Larry, this 1s John Mitchell. Give him the papers.” 


“How much money do you make?” 
asked Wolfson. 

“$70,000 a year,” said Larry. 

“Seventy! That’s chicken feed!” said 
Wolfson with contempt. 

Soon they were seen everywhere to- 
gether. Wolfson gave Larry money, phi- 
losophy, advice. One night, Larry’s 
guest was Jim Garrison, the district at- 
torney of New Orleans who was later 
portrayed by Kevin Costner in the 
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Oliver Stone film JFK. On the show, 
Garrison ran through his assassination 
theory — cover-up, magic bullet — and 
something he said must have touched 
Wolfson, for he asked Larry to arrange 
a dinner. At that meal, Garrison went 
through his theory again, and after- 
ward, Wolfson reached for his check- 
book. “How much do you need?” he 
asked Garrison. 

"I sure could use $25,000,” said Gar- 
rison. As this was an ongoing investiga- 
tion, he added, he would prefer the mon- 
ey in installments: $5,000 a month over 
five months. Agreed. And Wolfson 
wanted to give it in cash. Agreed. The 
money would be given to Larry, who 


would then get it to Garrison. Sometimes 
this worked; sometimes not. On at least 
one occasion, the money. made it from 
Wolfson to Larry but went from Larry to 
somewhere else. Creditors or bookies, or 
the track. Who can remember? Larry 
told Wolfson that he had spent the cash, 
making a vague promise to pay it back. 
At this time, Wolfson was probably 
susceptible to conspiracy theories. The 


feds were really after him for securities 
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fraud. He went to Larry for help. It so 
happened that Larry, who had come to 
know Richard Nixon over the years, had 
been invited to a private party to cele- 
brate Nixon’s election to the presidency. 
There were only about 20 people at the 
party, so Larry was able pull aside the 
president-elect. Larry told Nixon that he 
had this friend, a wealthy, well-connected 
friend, a friend in trouble, and could the 
president-elect look over some of the 
court papers? Could something be done? 
Among friends, something can always be 
done. Nixon called over a bald man. 
“Larry, this is John Mitchell,” Nixon said. 
“John is going to be my attorney general. 
Give him the papers, and John will get 
back to you.” 

Hearing of this cheered 
Wolfson. Here, at last, was a 
return on the investment in 
King. About a month later, 
though, Mitchell told Larry 
that he wanted nothing to do 
with the case. Instead of relaying this news, 
Larry told Wolfson that Mitchell’s law 
firm would indeed look into the matter. 

Why did Larry do this? Maybe he 
didn’t want to let a friend down? Maybe 
the same empathy he has for his guests 
took an irrational turn? Or maybe he was 
actually looking for a way to destroy him- 
self. There has always been something in 
Larry that leads him out of the sun and 
into a thicket. In the coming weeks, Larry 
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| told his friend elaborate tales of 





Mitchell’s efforts. “I’ve thought many 
times about why I did what I did,” Larry 
later wrote. “In some perverse way, I 
think I almost believed my stories; I 
know I really did want to help Lou, while 
proving to him that I was an important 
man, too. But lying about what I was 
doing was only going to prove one thing: 
my foolishness.” 

One last-ditch effort: In January 1969, 
Larry flew to New York and called the 
Pierre hotel. He asked to speak to Rich- | 
ard Nixon, then just about a week away _ 
from his inauguration. Larry was on hold 
for 10 minutes. “Hello, Larry,” a voice 
finally said. “This is Dick Nixon. What 
can I do for you?” 

"Oh, Mr. President,” said Larry. “I 
know how busy you are, but it’s urgent 
I see you.” 

Nixon met Larry in the lobby of the 
Pierre. They walked down Fifth Av- 
enue, a wall of reporters breaking before 
them like the surf. When Nixon asked 
what it was all about, Larry could not 
go through with it. He could not ask 
the next president, as a favor, to pardon 
his pal. 

When he returned to Miami, Larry 
went to Wolfson’s house and confessed 
everything. The blood drained from 
Wolfson’s face. He told Larry to leave. 

Shortly thereafter, Wolfson went to 


prison for nine months. When he got out, 

















—--= - 


NESHAN NALTCHAYAN (RIGHT) 


he went to the police and accused King of 
stealing the five grand that never made it 
to Jim Garrison. In Larry’s mug shot, he 
looks like someone utterly without hope. 
That night, the local news opened with a 
description of the arrest. The next day, 
Larry made the front page of the local 
papers. And, one by one, he lost his jobs: 
radio station, newspaper, T'V station — 
they all fired him. The charges were even- 
tually dropped, the statute of limitations 
having run out, but no one seemed to 
care. Larry could not get hired. 





LIVE FROM NEW YORK’S GOVERNORS ISLAND, 1984: LAR- 
RY, GOV. MARIO CUOMO, HERB COHEN (FROM LEFT) 


Larry was 38 years old, and all he had 
was a past. He sat in his apartment. He 
looked at the walls. He says he was like a 


scared man in a small town waiting for 


someone to come kill him. When he ral- 
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lied, he went to the track and lost what lit- 
tle he had left. At night, he imagined 
packing his things in a suitcase, catching 
a train north, watching time run back- 
ward out the window, summer to spring 
to winter, like a movie in reverse, return- 
ing to Brownsville, walking beneath the 
El, the air overhead filling with sparks, 
then stepping into Eddie’s, his old man’s 
place, where some benevolent cop sits him 
on the bar and says, “Don’t worry, kid. ’'m 
a cop. Whatever it is, I'll fix it.” 

But it could not be fixed. Larry had 
been set adrift. Friends disap- 
peared. Calls went unan- 
swered. At last, to get mov- 
ing, he accepted an invitation 
to the Kentucky Derby. He 
had been invited by Bill 
Hartack, a jockey in the race. 
Then, because Hartack 
asked him and because there 
was really nothing to go back 
to, Larry decided to keep on. 
He and Hartack traveled 
track to track, race to race, 
the next city always just over 
the next rise. In Chicago, Lar- 
ry met someone who knew of 
a job. As a result, he found 
himself heading back south, to Shreve- 
port, La., to work public relations for a 
racetrack. Everything was different down 
there. This was not Miami. This was the 
real South. The woods along the roads 





were dark and gloomy. In the 
spring, the sky opened like a 
faucet. The rain would wipe the 
faces from the buildings. Each 
night, Larry was again on the 
radio, only now he was reading 
results from some chickenshit 
track in the Deep South. 
Things picked up in the fall of 
1974, though. Larry got a job 
with the Shreveport Steamers 
of the World Football League. 
He was back on the air, a color 
commentator broadcasting 
from rickety booths in rickety, 
old stadiums. 

With the end of football sea- 
son, Larry decided he was again 
ready to take his place in the world. He 
spent a week in Miami. Something had 
changed. He could feel it. Time had done 
what time does, A new man was running 
his old station, so he went over. Small talk 
led to big talk. Larry was offered his old 
job back — a nightly talk show. 

He was 41 years old and starting over. 
His exile had made him more formi- 
dable, more worldly. He had lost and 
now knew the value of things. He had 
suffered. He was an adult. This was in 
the summer of 1975. Richard Nixon had 
resigned. Miami Beach was full of 
tourists. Larry, who had been frozen out 
of Miami for almost four years, leaned 
into the microphone, took a breath and 








WASHINGTON, D.c., 1988: WRITER GEORGE WILL 
WITH LARRY AND HERB COHEN (FROM LEFT) 


began speaking: “As I was saying...” 
The show was more popular than 
ever. In 1977, the program came to the 
attention of the president of Mutual 
Broadcasting System, a national radio 
network. So, how about it, Larry? Are 
you ready to take the next step? Can a 
radio show attract a national audience in 
the television age? At this point, failure 
was not something Larry feared; it was 
an old friend. He had already lived 
through one professional death; why not 
go for broke? Why not put King along- 
side the names of radio’s golden age — 
Winchell, Murrow, Godfrey. “When 
you're lucky, what do you do?” Larry 
asks. “Do you stick? Hell, [ Cont. on 127| 


A a 


. 7i% 
| ‘ oa ’ 
‘ 
- 
: 
4 ats 

’ * 
= 
- 


Stes 


Dibew PT ti Lake tae 
>. 
. 
> 
- PMN TEAL ED Pere 
? 10. ELEN AOA Dee ore 
s pare 8978) Rr 


r 
_- 
- 
, - 
= 
= 
= 
= 
a }2 
+ = 
" 
; 
a“ 6 
- 
= 


86°Proof } Litre 


 - a ee oe ee Oe 


Fd 
* OCARBLON DiroRTERS to =| 
weet See bony tt a | 


B BOMBAY 


(IMPORTED ENGLIUs GIN 


‘uj 


at 





— a = 
we eee ~ : ~ _ 
4 y+.’ 

| + 7 ; ‘ 
_ita i iv] LAA . 
, »e4 , / f . i ~ 
a>" 7 . 
ff fai a . | 

+ 1 ‘ . + ‘ 
‘ ¥) ‘ IC ORK i tX \ } ; if 


9 | } ; 
LJiAT \; CAA VALS gm CoryiA CDA AT r~Arariry simec ‘a tant roe ‘ . . 
INA | WUJLEMONPEEL FROM SPAIN \ y ORRIS (IRIS ROOT) FROM ITALY 


Se See 























82 - RoLLING STONE, NOVEMBER 14, 1996 











LLL LILI LILLIES ISLS ISSIISIILISSILSSISISIILIISSSSIIISSIIISSILISSISSSIISSIILSSIIISSSISSSSISSSISISSIIISSSLISSSISISSSLI SSIS SSIS SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS SSSI SSIS SSSSSSSSIISS. LL LLLLLLELLLLLLLL. 





The scene marks a pivotal turn in 
Jordan’s historical, hot-button Mi- 
chael Collins, starring Liam Neeson as 
the Irish Volunteers strategist whose 
guerrilla attacks against the British 
earlier that day sparked the reprisals 
at the stadium. Though rugby clear- 
ly lost no star when Jordan turned to 
the arts, the 46-year-old filmmaker 
hustles nimbly through a large flock 
of excited, chattering extras on its 
way home. The extras don’t know 
what he’s just been told on the 
phone — one of the flock lies injured 
after a collision in the simulated pan- 
ic of the scene. As Jordan arrives, 
worried crew members flanking the 
fallen adolescent girl let loose a com- 
munal sigh of relief when she half 
lifts her head with a wan smile. 
“Luckily she was only shocked; she 
fell under some people,” says Jordan, 
who had rehearsed the scene careful- 
ly for weeks with crowd marshals. 
“But when you get 4,000 people run- 
ning around, someone can get in- 
jured. What’s eerie is, the girl is Mi- 
chael Collins’ grandniece. She had 
turned up without my knowledge to 
be an unpaid extra in the crowd 
scenes.” + Although Jordan’s concern 
as he rushed to the injured girl was 


first of all humane, in the back of his 
mind, the notion of negative publicity 
had to loom large. He has been risk- 
ing criticism since he wrote the first 
draft of the screenplay, in 1982. Mi- 
chael Collins may be little-known in 
the United States, but he remains a 
strongly divisive figure at home, 
where seven decades of Irish history 
have only intensified feelings about 
the warrior-statesman, who was as- 
sassinated at 31 after negotiating the 
1921 Anglo-Irish treaty that par- 
titioned his homeland. “The death of 
Collins has the same resonance in 
Ireland as the death of John Kennedy 
did in the United States,” says Jor- 
dan. “Because he died so young, peo- 
ple imagine all sorts of lost possibili- 
ties." A hero to some, Collins is a 
traitor to others, who see the com- 
promise that left Northern Ireland 
under British rule as the roots of the 
civil war that still rages today. Had 
Jordan not become bankable with the 
successes of Interview With the Vampire 
and The Crying Game, and had he not 
been able to persuade such stars as 
Liam Neeson and Julia Roberts to 
work for scale, his dream project 
might never have attracted the Amer- 
ican studio money it needed to match 
its epic scope. 

Timing remains a problem. Jordan 
shot the s28 million movie on loca- 
tion in Ireland during a fragile peace 
with the British that Gerry Adams, 
president of the Sinn Fein, the polit- 
ical arm of the IRA, had established. 
In February of this year, the 17- 
month cease-fire ended when an 
IRA bomb in London’s financial dis- 
trict killed two bystanders. Now, Mi- 
chael Collins opens just weeks after an alleged IRA agent — the violent 
sort that touchier Brits view as Michael Collins’ spiritual heirs - was 
killed in a London police raid amid allegations that he and several con- 
federates arrested on the same day had been stashing explosives with 
the aim of sabotaging the tunnel beneath the English Channel. 

As Jordan sees it, the London police “prevented a massive bomb- 
ing operation, didn’t they? Thank goodness. Even someone from an 
[Irish] Republican background and tradition might say, “This has got 
to stop.’ But I do think all parties are trying to find a way out of the 
situation. It’s the last groan from a power struggle that’s gone on and 
on. These events are tragic far beyond the scope of a movie.” Jordan's 
conciliatory words haven't stopped Michael Collins, a film about a man 
Jordan calls “a soldier and a statesman, and, over time, a man of 
peace” from being pegged as an elegy to a killer and blatant IRA 


By Fred Schruers 


Photograph by ANTON CORBIJN 
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The Irish-born 
director of 

“The Crying Game” 
and “Interview 
With the Vampire” 
enlists Liam Neeson 
and Julia Roberts 
to bring his most 
personal and 
controversial film 


to the screen 
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NEILJORDAN 


is trotting, with some urgency, across what the 
locals in Bray, Ireland, call a pitch. In this case, 
it’s a sports field where the director has just re- 
created a Nov. 21, 1920, massacre in which British 
Black and Tan troops fired remorselessly on a sta- 
dium crowd, killing 14 and injuring many more. 
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the new album 


featuring the hit single 


produced By phil collins & hugh padeham 
management: tony smith hit & cum music icd 
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propaganda. Jordan bristles at the sug- | 
gestion: “The film spares neither the Irish | 
nor the British in its depiction of the sav- | 
agery of the time. Collins would never be | 
a proponent of terrorism as practiced | 
today. What the film does show is how to 
disengage from violence.” 

There is, however, no disengaging 
Neil Jordan from controversy. He was 
already a respected author of short sto- 
ries (Night in Tunisia) and novels (most 
recently, Nightlines) when he made his 
debut film, Angel (released as Danny Boy 
in the States), in 1982, followed by The 
Company of Wolves, the tale of Little Red 
Riding Hood told from the wolf's point of 
view. His real breakthrough came in 1986 
with Mona Lisa, in which Bob Hoskins 
falls in love with a black London prosti- 
tute. After two Hollywood-financed set- 
backs (High Spirits and We're No Angels, 
the latter a huge flop despite the star 
presence of Robert De Niro, Sean Penn 
and Demi Moore), Jordan returned to 
Ireland to film The Miracle, a drama that 
tackled the subject of mother-son incest, 
and The Crying Game, a troubling and 
touching love story about an IRA volun- 
teer (Stephen Rea) in love with a woman 
(Jaye Davidson) who is really a man. Al- 
though no major studio | 
would touch The Crying 
Game’s mix of political and 
sexual intrigue, the Oscar- 
winning film (for Jordan’s 
script) became one of the 
largest-grossing foreign 
movies in the United States. 
Jordan followed it up by 
directing Tom Cruise and 
Brad Pitt as homoerotic 
bloodsuckers in Interview 
With the Vampire, a box-office 


bonanza that grossed more 


was that Michael Collins wasn’t going to 
be a dry movie,” says Woolley. “There 
had to be a sense of the surreal, of the 


strange, to make it fly, because without 


| the Neil Jordan imprint on this, it would 


simply become a history lesson. What in- 
terests me with Neil is that he doesn’t shy 
away from what other people would see 
as taboo things or perverse things. The 
reason Interview wasn’t made for 17 years, 
in my opinion, is that no one could han- 
dle the child-vampire character, and 
you're making a film where sucking the 
blood is sexuality. What makes Crying 
Game work is when the Stephen Rea 
character goes back to the transvestite 
Dil — knowing that he’s a man — and 
kisses him. That’s the crucial point where 
it becomes honesty. And, of course, 
that’s the kind of thing other filmmakers 
just wouldn’t put in, knowing it would 
disturb people.” 

Clearly knackered but just as clearly 
content to stand in the small, smoky pub 
and enjoy a pint, Jordan, whose warmth 
and bizarre humor are offset by oc- 
casional private broods, bleary glances 
and restlessness, submits to questions 
about the glories and dangers of his 
inevitably politicized project. 





than $100 million nationwide JORDAN DIRECTS THE TROOPS ON THE “COLLINS” SET. 


and led producer David Gef- 

fen and distributor Warner Bros. to bet 
on Jordan again. Thus the go-ahead for 
Michael Collins, a script that Jordan had 
begun for producer David Puttnam 13 
years earlier. Jordan had finally earned 
the clout to get a full-scale epic pro- 
duced on his name alone. 


T) ACK IN BRAY, JORDAN AND HIS 
a ® current companion, Brenda Rawn 
BD ie havtwo cikbeby che wont 
to whom he was briefly married in his ear- 
ly 20s), head to a local pub that stands per- 
haps 50 yards from the row house over- 
looking the bay on which Jordan lived in 
1991 when he made The Miracle, starring 
his then-girlfriend, Beverly D'Angelo. “I 
live just across the bay now,” says Jordan. 
“Moved a bit more up-market.” Collins’ co- 
producers, Redmond Morris (Irish, cheru- 
bic and jovial) and Stephen Woolley (Eng- 
lish, gentlemanly and driven), stroll a few 
yards behind. “What was important to me 


Contributing Editor FRED SCHRUERS 
also wrote the cover story on Sheryl Crow in 
this issue. 


Gerry Adams was often accused of being an 
IRA man. Now he is the chief negotiator. 
Are comparisons with your hero inevitable? 

I don’t think Gerry Adams is the same 
as Collins at all. I would be very careful 
to draw parallels or to make this film a 
kind of a template for anything that is 
going on at the moment. The movie is 
about then, you know. It only reflects on 
the current situation insofar as anything 
that may happen has already happened — 
every possible variant of the relationship 
between Ireland and England, or the use 
of violence to solve specific problems 
there, has already happened in the 1916 to 
1922 period. [The film’s| relevance is as a 
kind of metaphor. The film shows some- 
body in Collins who built up a very effec- 
tive fighting force to achieve a certain 
objective and, having achieved it, then 
tried to dismantle it and failed. Michael 
Collins would never have involved him- 
self in a war that he knew he couldn’t win. 
I don’t think any party can win the war 
of attrition that has been going on in the 
north of Ireland. 


You were born in the south, in County 


“The death of Michael Collins has the same resonance 


in Ireland as the death of JFK in the United States. 


Sligo, and Dublin still enjoys relative peace. 
So it’s not like shooting in a war zone — but 
there have been complications that might have 
been harder yet for Hollywood types such as 
Kevin Costner and Michael Cimino, each of 
whom once proposed doing a Collins story. 

We've had to do a huge logistical 
thing. If this film was to be made in the 
conventional way that films are made in 
Hollywood now, it would cost more than 
— what’s that movie that Kevin Costner 
made [Waterworld]? — it would cost as 
much as that. "Cause you're talking about 
a contemporary urban center, the capital 
of a country, which is alive with traffic, 
with us having to have the entire city at 
our disposal and to reproduce it as it was 
in 1918. We've blown up major buildings; 
we closed down the entire center of the 
city many, many times. We’ve had to re- 
enact major historical events. We could 
only do it because it’s such an important 
subject to this country and because we've 
had so much cooperation from both the 
government and the people of Dublin. 
Done in a conventional way, the cost 
would be astronomical. I’m sure the stu- 
dio could see the project just ballooning 
out of control. Everybody’s done it for 
scale: All the producers, principal actors 
and myself, we’ve all subsidized the 
movie. You know, we’ve done it cheaply. 

(As the noise level goes up and a cou- 
ple of pints go down, Jordan is increas- 
ingly interrupted by crewmen, former 
neighbors and his own fatigue, and 
vows to take up the session the next day 
on the set in Dublin.) 


library on the grounds of Trinity 

College in the city’s downtown, 
where a skylighted atrium becomes the site 
of the debate Collins had with members of 
Parliament over the treaty he and his 
ragged but steely band of revolutionaries 
had fought so hard to bring about. The 
treaty would partition Ireland into north 
and south (as it, of course, remains today) 
and require that the citizenry swear an oath 
of allegiance to England’s king. The more 
radical among Collins’ Irish Volunteers 
would break off, leaving him no longer at 
war with the Brits but with his own quite 
coldblooded former comrades in arms. 
There was his friend Harry Boland (Aidan 
Quinn), with whom he shared a romantic 
rivalry for Kitty Kiernan (Julia Roberts) — 
Collins had been planning to marry Kitty 
when he was killed. Eamon de Valera, the 
future prime minister played with canny 
guile by Alan Rickman, presented an even 
stickier situation. It was de Valera who set 
up Collins to negotiate the partitioning 
with the British. “To Collins, that didn’t 
make any sense,” says Jordan. “De Velera 
was the politician. Collins was the demo- 
nized figure, the ruthless force who should 
have been kept in reserve.” Adds Jordan, 


| HE LOCATION IS A STURDY OLD 


paraphrasing, “When Collins signed that 
treaty, he wrote: Tonight I signed my own 
death warrant. And Collins said, Tt would 
have been much simpler if a bullet had 
done it two or three years ago.’ ” 

Jordan had wanted Neeson, born in 
Northern Ireland, for the role since 1982, 
when the then-unknown actor, now 44, 
was closer to Collins’ age. But Jordan isn’t 
bothered by the discrepancy. “People 
back then seemed to become mature so 
early,” he says. “They put on those collars 
and suits. Marriage was earlier. Death 
was earlier. Besides, Liam is such a won- 
derful actor. I think what happens in 
Hollywood is that the movies don’t have 
the stature that the actors themselves 
have. Liam was truly great in Schindler’s 
List. This character is not Oskar Schind- 
ler, but it’s a character of equal complex- 
ity and contradictions.” 

Just moments before entering the hall 
to film the debate, Neeson pauses to talk 
in the courtyard. The seasoned actor, who 
stands hulking and humble in his gray 
period suit, easily has the personal mag- 
netism and the size to fill the role of the 
man the Irish still call the Big Fella. By the 
time of the debate scene, Neeson’s Collins 
seems to be inviting, even chasing down, 
his own tragic destiny. “I know in his soul 
he was...” says Neeson, an unruly hank 
of hair falling across his eyes, “he had con- 
tracted pleurisy, he was at an all-time low 
physically and spiritually, having gone 
through these three months of negotia- 
tions with the créme de la créme of world 
politicians, who happened to be English 
politicians — including Churchill and 
Lloyd George — and he was 30 years of 
age, a big country lad, sitting down to 
negotiate the independence, the freedom 
of his country, with these superstars.” 

Propmen hand the actor a few prized 
accessories, which disappear into pock- 
ets, and in a lively simulation of Collins’ 
talking-on-the-run style, Neeson is still 
speaking as he strides toward the camera: 
“There’s an Irish superstitious way of 
looking at it, like . . . he had his confes- 
sion heard on the Thursday before he 
was shot. He was continually saying to 
his sidekick Joe O'Reilly, “You know, Joe, 
how would you like a new boss?’ ” 

After Rickman’s de Valera stalks out 
alongside Quinn’s Harry Boland, Jordan 
pauses for further reflection on the film 
that’s complete except for a few scenes, 
one of which he calls the “mystery” of 
Collins’ assassination, in August 1922. 


You've referred to your staging of Collins’ 
last moments as “an extrapolation” of what 
remains a murky event in the civil war the 
treaty engendered. 

We decided to structure those end 
scenes around an attempted meeting 
with de Valera. I wanted to show a por- 
trait of de Valera as some- [Cont. on 2] 
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AN AMERICAN UNDERSTANDS 
big, silly, sprawling, clumsy St. 
Petersburg. It’s an artificial capi- 
tal like our own, willed into exis- 
tence from nothingness, built 
in a swamp worthless as the 
District of Columbia's, and de- 
signed and laid out the way 
Washington was by arty-farty 
foreigners who loved grand vis- 
tas and hated places to park. St. 
Petersburg was founded in 1703 
by Czar Peter the Great as a base 
for Russia’s navy. Russia didn't 
really have a navy. Russia didn't 
even own the land. This corner 
of the Baltic Coast was occupied 
Swedish territory and didn't offi- 


cially become part of Russia 
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featuring the single and video “Shangri-La” 


On the heels of the Beatles Anthology Ill, 

The Rutles unveil Archaeology, a new album of 16 rare and never- 
before-released Rutles songs, culled from the vast archives of Rutles 
material. And a reunion tour is rumored. 


Produced by Neil Innes and Steve James 
Executive Producer; Martin Lewis 
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I like what I do 





When | tell people that | make shoes | think they 
picture me in a leather apron with a hammer and 
an old boot. | actually don’t physically make ‘em. 
I’m not quite sure what | do...but | like it. 


Simple. 
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until the Peace of Nystad, in 1721. The climate was terrible. There 


was nothing to eat. No building supplies existed. The river Neva reg- 


ularly flooded. And Russia already had a principal city and seat of 


government that no one was interested in leaving. %& Peter the Great 


was no more daunted by these things than a good American would 
be, though he used some Russian methods to overcome the diffi- 
culties. He press-ganged 40,000 workers. They died of cold, starva- 


tion and disease. The next year, he press-ganged 40,000 more. And 


so on. For nearly six decades every carriage, wagon, boat, barge or 


sled entering St. Petersburg had to pay a toll of building stones — 





very inconvenient things to carry in the 
troika’s change tray. In 1712, Peter 
simply ordered a thousand families to 
the new capital and told them they 
were “required to build houses of 
beams, with lath and plaster, in the old 
English style,” the first recorded in- 
stance of a themed subdevelopment. 

The Ye Olde Trip to Siberia stuff 
rapidly succumbed to fire and rot, but St. 
Petersburg retains the fake-o-la look of an 
18th-century Epcot Center. The mansions 
are supposed to be like Italian villas, but 
they’re crammed wall on wall as though 
they were Orlando town-house condomin- 
iums. The czars had pads all over the map 
— Summer Palace, Winter Palace, Small 
Hermitage, New Hermitage, Mikhail- 
ovsky Castle — all looking like they came 
from Palaces for Less. You can’t turn a 
corner without running into a pile of 
Royal Dolt Baroque. And St. Petersburg 
has canals. The city is sometimes called the 
Venice of the North. But not very often. 
This is Venice as interpreted by a U.S. 
real-estate developer: “Gimme a bigger 
ditch. And lose the canoes. We can’t have 
a bunch of dagos in tight pants standing 
up in gondolas all over the place. It'll give 
kids bad ideas about boating safety.” 

St. Petersburg is a city of largeness. 
You could hold the Reno air races in 
Palace Square. St. Isaac’s Cathedral is big 
enough for God to come from heaven and 
feel as if he was rattling around in there. 

And Russians are a people of largeness, 
too — large bodies, large gestures, large 
voices. To an American used to cute, 
fussy, little Western Europe, Russia is . . . 
not a breath of fresh air, certainly, since 
the place kind of stinks, but it’s like mail 
from home. A Dear John letter, maybe, 
or news that your dog died, but mail 
from home nonetheless. There’s some- 
thing very American about Russia de- 
spite a history as deprived and unlucky 
as ours has been hopeful and rich, and 
despite a culture sometimes as foreign to 
us as that of Papua New Guinea. The 
historian Ronald Hingley says the saga 
of Russia has been marked by “a pecu- 
liarly Russian tendency for tragedy to 
mingle with high farce.” But Hingley’s a 


Foreign Affairs Editor P.J. O’ROURKE 
wrote about the Russian elections in RS 743. 





Brit, and what would he know? That 
doesn’t sound peculiarly Russian to me. It 
sounds like the Clinton administration. 
Speaking of pumpkin rollers in the 
corridors of power, I went to see the 
house where Rasputin was assassinated. 
The overblown and butt-ugly Yussupov 
Palace belonged to a family who owned, 
basically, everything in Russia. They 
were a kind of human-species version of 
Bill Gates. Rasputin, a Siberian peasant, 
was a televangelist. TV had not been in- 
vented, however, so he had to swindle 
people one at a time. The one he picked 
was Alexandra, wife of the last Russian 
czar. It’s a shame Alexandra didn’t live 
long enough to talk to Nancy Reagan 
about horoscopes or Hillary Clinton 
about channeling Eleanor Roosevelt. 
Some of the czar’s advisers — no doubt 
the Dick Morris types — decided Raspu- 
tin had to go. Young Prince Felix Yussu- 
pov volunteered to do the honors. Felix 
liked to cross-dress. He took a chef, a 
chauffeur, a valet, a housekeeper and a 
groom with him when he went to college. 
He didn’t sound too stable. I kept wait- 
ing for the tour guide to tell me that Felix 
killed Rasputin to impress Jodie Foster. 
The prince lured Rasputin to the Yus- 
supov Palace and fed him cyanide-en- 
hanced cakes and wine. These had no ef- 
fect. So Felix shot Rasputin in the heart. 
The charlatan seemed to expire, but an 
hour later, when Felix returned to get the 
body, Rasputin reached up and grabbed 
him by the throat. Felix managed to free 
himself, and Rasputin ran into the garden, 
where one of the co-conspirators shot him 
three more times. The prostrate Rasputin 
was put in a car trunk and dropped 
through the ice into a tributary of the 
Neva. Even then he didn’t die. His body 
was found downriver clutching the pilings 
of a bridge. Rasputin was the Richard 
Nixon of Russian politics. Don’t tell me 
our countries haven’t got a lot in common. 


WAS BEGINNING TO FEEL THAT 
Russians were some kind of Yankee 
lost tribe. Maybe I hadn’t been get- 
ting enough sleep. It was the sum- 
mer solstice — the White Nights — 
and daylight lasted until 3 a.m. Even 
then night came only to street level. 


Above, the sky was still glowing. 
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Elton John: Made In 

England (RockevPRI) 08563 Fvual de to Habitual 

The Very Best Of Paul Simon: 

Otis Redding The Rhythm Of The Saints 

(Rhino) 08756 (Warmer Bros: ) 10455 

Neil Young: Mirror Ball David Bowie: Ziggy Stardust 

(Reprise) 08873 (Rykodisc) 10803 
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Shipping and handling added to each selection. 





No Doubt: Tragic vais 0 
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r 2 (Fespise) 


Running On ey 
(Elektra) ss ‘11056 Elektra 11056 
Pulp: Different Class ‘eee Class 













Nada Surf: high/low 
(Elektra) 


Memory Of Trees 
10948 


Jackson Browne: 


(island) 2H 


S Sarernaw You Sil rnaw: You Still 
Got Me (Giant) __11299 Sear, 
Clay Walker: Hypnotize The 
Moon (Giant) 11300 


Boyz li Men: 
Cooleyhighharmony 
(Motown) 11415 
Daryle Singleta 
(enn _— 11537 
Letters To Cleo 

Wholesale Meats And Fish 
(Giant) 11580 


oer Dan: Alive In America 
(Giant) 11583 


The Black Crowes: 

The Southern Harmony & 
Musical Companion 
(American) 11622 


John Anderson: sis 
(BNA) 11659 


Linda Davis: Some 
Things Are Meant To Be 
(Arista Nashville) 11682 


Jacky Terrasson: a 
(Blue Note) 11689 


Lari a Don't Fence Me 
In (RCA) 11698 


Ray Charies: 
Srong Love Affair 
(QwesUWamer Bros.) 11716 


A Thin Line Between Love 
& Hate/Sdtrk. R. Kelly, 

Tevin Campbell, Smooth, 
others. (Wamer Bros.) 11723 # 
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Keith Sweat (Elektra) 13308 
Ass Ponys: Known 


Universe (A&M) 11748 
Gipsy Kings: Tierra Gitana 
(Nonesuch 11763 


ABBA: More ABBA Gold 
(Polydor/A&M) 11926 


Elton John: 
Goodbye Yellow Brick Road 
(Rocket/island) 11941 


Jackson Browne: Looking 


East (Elektra) 11977 
Lush: Lovelife 

% §«(Reprise/4AD) 12004 
Steve Earle: 

| Feel Alright 
(Warner Bros.) 12011 


Elvis Presley: Elvis 56 
(RCA) 12023 











Mark Chesnutt: Wings 


(MCA Nashville/Decca) 12048 
The Best Of 
Pete Townshend: 
Coolwalking... 
(Atlantic) 12060 


Pebbles: Straight bie 
Heart (MCA) 12062 


Shal: Blackface (MCA) 12063 


Saturday gr Cartoons’ 
Grestest Hits (MCA) 12064 


The Mavericks: 
Music For All Occasions 
(MCA Nashville/Decca) 12065 


Richard Elliot: City _— 
(Blue Note) 12092 


Immature: We Got It 


(MCA) 

Jodeci: The Show, 

The After Party, The Hotel 
(Uptown/MCA) 12113 





Hannibal, African Portraits 
Hannibal Lokumbe. Chicago 
S.0,/Daniel Barenboim. 


(Teldec) 12169 Z 


Vince Guaraldi; Greatest Hits 
(Fantasy) 12179 


Russ Freeman & 
The Rippingtons: Brave New 
World (GRP) 12181 


George Howard: 
Attitude Adjustment 
(GRP) 12182 
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The Black Crowes: 
Three Snakes And One Charm 
(American) 13401 


(Sparrow) 12198 


Twila Paris: Where i Stend 
(Sparrow) 12201 


m to 
from the 
convenience 
of home 


Mi licC : 

Ten Thousand 7 

(BNA) 12204 
Meat Loaf: Welcome To The 
Neighborhood (MCA) 12215 


Herbie Hancock: The New 
Standard (Verve) 12232 


Vince Gill: Souvenirs 
(MCA) 





12242 


The Who: Tommy 
Remastered! (MCA) 12317 


—Uitra 
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vols (Copia) tzaehe 
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Barenaked Ladies: Born On 
A Pirate Ship (Reprise) 12336 





Eari Kiugh: 


Sudden Burst Of Ene: 
(Warmer Bros.) 


Ain't Nuthin’ But A She 
Thing With Salt-N-Pepa, 
Melissa Etheridge, more. 
(London) 12349 


Dead Presidents, Vol. I/ 
Sdirk. W/James Brown, 


The Temptations, 
Stevie Wonder, etc 
(Capitol) 


77s amma 
12520 2 


Fhe solcan Dirty Bird 


(London) 12531 # 
The nitemiy yy 
(Moteur oS cag 
Fred Schneider: Just Fred 
(Reprise) 12547 
Johnny Bravo: 


Then Again, Maybe | — t 
(A Arista)” 2578 
King's X: Ear Ca 

(atlantic) ny 12581 
Patti Roth s 
Between The 
(EMI) 

The Neville Brothers: 


Mitakuye Oyasin sin (All 
My Relations) | Hirt fe 12837 
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Neil Young With Crazy Horse: 
Broken Arrow 

(Reprise) 13451 
Procol Harum: Greatest Hits 
(A&M) 12638 2 


Stereolab: 

Emperor Tomato Ketchup 
(Elektra) 12651 
Color Me Badd: Now & 
Forever (Giant) 12653 


The Velvet Underground: 
White Light/White Heat 
(Polydor/A&M) 12672 
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Elton John: 
Captain Fantastic And 
The Brown Dirt Cowbo 
(RockeVsland) 2 
she Lee ane 
opper s 
(SlatvReprise) 


Miles Davis: 
Live Around The World 
12699 


(Warner Bros.) 
Pomo For Pyros: Good God's 
Urge (Wamer Bros.) 12703 


Patti Smith: Gone Again 
(Arista) 


12689 


Wise) erat 
Kenny Chesney: Me & You 

(BNA) 12722 
Lorrie Morgan: Greater Need 
(BNA) 12723 


Pantera: The Great Southern 
Trendkill (EastWest) 12779 # 








+; Chaos And Disorder 
(Warner Bros.) 


13484 # 





SWV: New Beginning 
(RCA) 12420 
SWYV: It’s About Time 

(RCA) 00151 


Ramsey Lewis: Between 
The Keys (GRP) 


Yours (Elektra) 


Deep Blue Something: 
Home (Interscope) 13018 


Lifter: Melinda bai Ing 
Was Beautiful And Nothin 
Hurt) (Interscope) 13019 


Toadies: Rubberneck 
(Interscope) 13020 


Kronos Quartet: How! U.S.A. 
Spoken-word pieces capture 
the American counter-culture 
in the 1950s. (Nonesuch) 13027 


Marilyn Manson: 
Smells Like Children 
(Nothing/Interscope) 13029 # 
Striptease/Sdtrk. 

Smokey Robinson, 

Soul Survivors, others. 

(EMI) 1 
Acoustic Alchemy: 
Arcanum (GRP) 








13085 


Paul Brandt: Calm Before 


The Storm (Reprise) 13367 





David Ball: Starlite Lounge 
(Warner Bros.) 


Dead Can Dance: 
Spiritchaser (4AD) 13400 


13373 





12880, 
Superdrag: Regretfully 
12978 

















(Margaritavitle) 13588 


Remembering Buddy Holly) 
Foute with The Mavericks, 
Nanci Griffith w/The Crickets, 
others. (Decca) 13496 
Nonchalant (MCA) 13533 
Ramones: Greatest Hits Live 
(Radioactive/MCA) _ 13632 
Monifah: Moods...Moments 
(Universal) 13649 
Quincy Jones: Greatest 
Hits (A&M) 14127 
Heather B.: Takin Mine 
(Pendulum) 14713 
Dire Straits: Brothers in Arms 
(Warner Bros.) 14734 
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(Polydor) 33448 
A.J. Croce 
(Private Music) 33957 
Steve Winwood: Chronicles 
(Island) 34501 





Grateful Dead: American 
Beauty (Wamer Bros,) 34539 


B.B. King: Blues Summit 
(MCA) 34700 


Grease!/New Cast Recording 
(RCA Victor) 34814 


Grease/Sdirk. (Polydor) 35125 


Melissa Etheridge: Yes | Am 
(Island) 35501 











Kiss: You Wanted The Best, 


You Got The Best!! 

(Mercury) 

Bon Jovi: Slippery When 
Wet (Mercury) 43465 


Tears For Fears: Songs From 
The Big Chair (Mercury) 43666 


The Best Of 
The Doobie Brothers 


(Wamer Bros.) 43738 


The Best Of Carly Simon 
(Elektra) 43787 
Jon! Mitchell: Court And 
Spark (Asylum) 43861 
Sensual! Classics 

(Teldec) 44544 2 














i ~— (SBK) 

The Very Best Of 

The Righteous Bros.: 
Unchained Melody 
(Verve) 









a Little Feat: 


& 


Waiting For Columbus 
(Warner Bros.) 53296 
U2: The Joshua Tree 
(Island) 53501 
Best Of Booker T. & The MG's 
(Atlantic) 53615 
Whitney Houston: 
The Bodyguard/Sdtrk. 
(Arista) 54213 
Jimmy Cliff: Reggae Greats 
(Mango) 54295 
Bonnie Raitt: Nick Of Time 
(Capitol) 54410 
En Vogue: Funky Divas 
(EastWest) 61717 
Allman Brothers Band: Eat A 
Peach (Polydor) 63353 
Anthology Of Bread 

(Elektra) 

The Best Of Wilson Pickett 
(Atlantic) 63938 




















se Jones: Doubt 
Jesus 44654 





Late ‘60s The Supremes, 
The Temptations, others. 


(Motown) 64334 


Van Morrison: Moondance 
(Warner Bros.) 64585 


Allce Cooper: Greatest Hits 
(Warmer Bros.) 70296 


Elvis Presiey: The Number 


One Hits (RCA) 72190 
Prince: The Hits 2 
(WB/Paisiey Park) 723259 


Steely Dan: Gold (MCA) 74339 
ZZ Top: Greatest Hits 


(Wamer Bros.) 83411 
The Replacements: 

All Shook Down 

(Warmer Bros.) 83585 
Clannad: Banba 

(Atlantic) 83647 
The Baddest Of 

George Thorogood And 


The Destroyers (EMI) 84002 
Beastie Boys: Check Your 
Head (Capitol) 92473 # 
Allman Brothers Band: 

The Filimore Conceris 
(Polydor) 01155 © 
The Band: The Last Waltz 
(Wamer Bros.) 01636 « 


David Bowie: The Singles 
1969-1993 (Rykodisc) 01659 


Pet Shop Boys: Alternative 
(EMI) 02010 ef 


Joshua Redman Quartet: 
Spirit Of The Moment—Live 
At The Village Vanguard 
(Warner Bros.) 02221 « 


The Best Of Diana Ross & 
The Supremes; Anthology 
(Motown) 03611 & 


The Cars Anthology: 
Just What | Needed 
(Rhino/Elektra) 04271 « 


Woodstock/Sdtric 
(Atlantic) 09672 « 


Stevie Wonder: Natural 














Start with Buy only 1 at the Then get 3 Enjoy 10 CDs 1 —_ : Gold 
6G FREECDs regular Club price more pee of your for the . iy So WI Riavican Foot (tive) 40331 ra or" "64132 Vinee eee ea 
now within a year cholce, FREE price of 1 | 
A shipping and handling charge |s added to each selection. iE i KE L A N D | 





Also available on cassettes 


























iOT } G AO E 0 UY EVER Frente!: Shape The Best Of .38 Technotronic: Aphex Twin: 
N 0 il HI N Mi RE T B ; l (Mammott/Atlantic) 12806 Flashback — Trip On This-The Remixes is Because You Do 13 
America’s GreatestHits:  «—--« (A&M) 42864 (SGK) ektra) 
J Mascis: Martin & Me One Voice Vince Gill, Lorrie JACKOPIERCE: Finest Hour 5 Greatest Hits: (A&M) COA 
(Reprise) 12790# Morgan, othes. (MCA) 13558 (A&M) 14839 _—‘History (Warmer Bros.) 23757 Jethro Tull: Aqualung Ace Of Base: The Bridge Tricky: Maxinquaye } 
4 Him: The Mes Michael Jackson & The (Chrysalis) 24705 (Arista) 13 _ (Island) 
VIE NAD erat *a9° s4gog --Jack80n 5: 18Greatest Hits Stone Temple Pilots: Purple Real McCoy: Club Cutz 
U ) VAF (Motown) 238652 (Atlantic) 24738 Another Night includes the smash Macarena, 
7h , if Pogues: Essential Fleetwood Mac: Rumours R.E.M.: Out Of Time (Arista) lots more! (RCA) 10096 
| LAL (island) 15459 = (Warmer Bros.) 24025  (Wamer Bros.) 472 Getta: Rane fauna tenors 
Te The Best Of Aretha Franklin Three Night: : ke Your Money r stine W: 
V4) UR | (Atlantic) 20078 = ran Me dae. 27 Poon wait wd sete rr 99243 -« (SOS/Zo0 Emorteinment) Living (RCA) 13366 
UNDREUS IK | Eric Clapton: Unplugged (MCA) 24056 2: Achtung Baby : TM Doodle For My 
: Moby: Jordan Deadline For My Memories 
aie Bros.) 23690 U2: War (island) : Besant ; (island) 25174 Everything is Wrong 1143/Lava/Atlantic) 12624 (Elekia) 14854 
— JUST SAY S SEND NO MONEY NOW. 9)---~---"""1) ieomotwteaum «| Soa eoliminal Sandwich 
, S uve : The Orb: Orbus Terrarum World Dance Subliminal Sandwich 
——————————— (Island) 08374 (Big Beat/Allantic) 13203 #  (Nothing/interscope) 13106 
av a oy IER] RUSH me these 6 hits now (indicate by number): FED ive checked the one music | like best 9 
| | md —— Ge a ane my id at 2 Here's how your Club works: 
I want 10 CDs (or cassettes) Z 2 0 _ om a Shasta ik ion foam Start with our 6-1-3 Formula to introduce you to the Ciub...and to your savings! 
for the price of 1, with 3.0 HARE Melisa Etheridge, Van Halen CHOOSE THE MUSIC YOU LOVE. 
no er commitment. 408 Sting, Hootie & The * Pick 6 FREE CDs (or cassettes) right now from the many great choices in this ad. 
Please accept my membership in the BMG ae 6.Oc P = Buy just : athnave beg the regular Ciub price (currently $14.98 to $16.98 for CDs; $9.98 to $10.98 for 
Music Service and send me § free selections now. A 2D vet (2) counts a5 2 see 6.) JAZZ Spyro Gyra, Herbie Hancock * Then choose 3 more FREE. That's 10 for the price of 1 (plus shipping and handling for each 
| agree to buy just 1 at the regular Club price 7.0 AC/DC, Pantera selection) with nothing more to buy, ever! 
$14.98 to $1 ae for sper to $10.98 EA Send my selections on (check one only): 80 PE Boyz Il Men, Toni Braxton LISTEN WITH NO RISK. You may take 10 days to listen to your introductory selections and look 
f Cassettes) within a year. | may then choose a f ee 9,0) ALTERNATIVE Green Day, The Crant over the accompanying terms of Club membership. 
3 more free. | will be billed shipping and asset 12.0 CHRISTIAN® W. Sonith, Twida Paris * Hf you're not Satisfied, simply retum your selections at our expense — with no further obligation. 


handling for each selection, 
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SHOP FROM THE COMFORT OF 


, HOME, Discover how convenient it is to shop with BMG Music Service. 
You'll get our exclusive Club Catalog about every three weeks (19 shopping opportunities a year), 
filled with hundreds of choices in a variety of music categories, plus music news, artist interviews 
and recommendations from our experts. 
* So easy! Every issue offers a Featured Selection in your preferred music category. If you want the 

Featured Selection, don't do a thing — you'll receive it automatically. 
* Your choice! If you want other hits from the Catalog — or none at all — just return the Music 
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City 


Phone Area Code 





Signature 


*Members choosing CLASSICAL will be serviced by BMG Classical Music Service. ®Members choosing CHRISTIAN categories will be 
serviced by Sound and Spirit. «Offer limited to new members. No more than one membership per person, per year. We reserve the right 
to request additional information, reject 
charges may be added. Local taxes, if any, will be added. Offer available in continental USA and under special 
arrangement in Alaska and Hawail. Offer not available in Puerto Rico, APO or FPO. Recordings obtained from 
BMG Music Services are intended for members’ use only. Offer and product selection may vary in Canada. 


Have bought anything else by mail in 
FEB re sou bn amin by 


Ciéaets CO Wee 01 “— 


Selection, simply return it at our expense. 
State 
selections. But that's not all. 


even 70%—with our special sales and discounts. 
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6550 E. 30th St, indianapolis IN 46219-14 
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Savings start from day 
one and keep getting 
better the longer you 

remain a member. 
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Selection Card provided by the specified date. You'll have at least 10 days to decide. 
! If you should have fewer than 10 days to reply and receive an unwanted Featured 


START SAVING AND KEEP SAVING! Every day's a sale at BMG Music Service. From day one, 
when you buy just one selection at the regular Club price, enjoy 50% discounts on additional 


* The longer you remain a BMG Music Service member, the more you save—up to 50%, 60%, 
We're sure you'll enjoy your exclusive Club benefits. But if you ever want to cancel, 


just write and tell us. It's your choice anytime after you buy your one regular-Club- 
price selection. Why wait? Join BMG Music Service now and start saving. 


BMG Music Service, P.O. Box 91001, Indianapolis, IN 46291-0002 


Dog and horn are trademarks of Genera! Electric Company, USA. The GMG logo is 9 trademark of BMG Music. 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 


Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, 
Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy. 





lt Tastes Good. 
It Costs Less. 









© Philip Monis Inc. 19896 

Ultra Lights: 6 mg “tar,” 0.5 mg nicotine—Lights: 11 mg “tar,” 0.8 
mg nicotine—Full Flavor: 16 mg “tar,” 1.0 mg nicotine—Non-Filter: 
24 mg “tar,” 1.5 mg nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 
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J es an, 
Yothalways said you'd go to the ends of the earth for 


a great party, and this Labor Day you proved it! 


Over 100 lucky guests, including ROLLING STONE 
MOLSON ICE POLAR BEACH PARTY Grand 


Prize winner, Michael Peterson, climbed aboard a Russian 


Ice Breaker at the North Pole and partied with MOLSON ICE, 
and two hot bands including THE VIOLENT FEMMES! 
While the rest of you were grillin’ burgers. on the beach in a 
final salute to summer, there was a whole lot of chillin’ and 
rockin’ going on at the top of the world! 
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The Afghan Whigs ¢ Alice Donut « All « American Music Club * The Amps * Adam Ant © Aquarium Rescue Unit « Archers of Loaf * Ash © Ba 
Beck ¢ Ben Folds Five © Betty © Big Head Todd & the Monsters ¢ Bjorn Again e Black Crowes ¢ The Blackeyed Susans Black 4 17 e Black Grape ¢ Black Uhuru ¢ Blind Meion 
The Blue Hearts ¢ Blues Traveler e Blur ¢ BoDeans ¢ The Bogmen « Tracy Bonham e Eric Bogosian * Boredoms ¢ Boss Hog « The Breeders * Gary Brooker ¢ Jeff Buckley 
Buffalo Tom © Burning Spear e Bush © Buzzcocks ¢ June Carter ¢ Carter USM ¢ Johnny Cash © Catherine Wheel © The Charlatans ¢ The Chemical Brothers © Cheap Trick 
Chemlab « CIV « Eric Clapton ® Clutch © Joe Cocker Collective Soul » The Commitments ¢ Billy Connally « The Connells « Cop Shoot Cop * James Cotton * Cracker 
Robert Cray * Sheryl Crow « The Cult « Culture Curve © Dick Dale ¢ The Dandy Warhols ¢ Danzig ¢ Terence Trent D’Arby * Deadeye Dick * Deep Blue Something * Del Amitri 
Lea Delaria © D Generation « Ani DiFranco © Dig ¢ Digable Planets © Dinosaur Jr. ¢ Dr. John * Dog's Eye View * Dogstar « Dub Narcotic Sound System ¢ Echobelly 
Eek-A-Mouse « Eels e Electrafixion * Emergency Broadcast Network e Melissa Etheridge * Face to Face * Faith No More ¢ Dionne Farris © Fear e Feel « Karen Finley 
Fishbone ® The Flaming Lips ¢ Bela Fleck and the Flecktones * Foetus ¢ For Squirrels * Frente! * From Good Homes ¢ Front Line Assembly « Fugazi « Fury in the Slaughterhouse 
Diamanda Galas ¢ Garbage ° Jimmie Dale Gilmore ¢ Girls Against Boys ¢ G. Love & Special Satice Godfathers * God Lives Underwater * God Street Wine * The Goo-Goo-Dolls 
Gov't Mule ¢ Grant Lee Buffalo © Gravity Kills e Green Day ¢ The Greyboy Allstars * Groove Collective * Guided By Voices ¢ Buddy Guy * Steve Hackett = Hassan Hakmeun 
Rob Halford « Debbie Harry « P. J. Harvey * Annie Haslam e Juliana Hatfield « The Hatters e Hayden © Justin Hayward ¢ Jeff Healey « 


Steve Howe © Heroes del Silencio 
Kristen Hersh ¢ Nick Heyward © John Hiatt e Peter Himmelman ¢ Tish Hinojosa ¢ Hoodoo Gurus ¢ Hot Tuna « Incognito © into Another « israel Vibration * Gregory Isaacs 
© 


renaked Ladies « Beat Positive 
e ¢ 


James © Jawbox ¢ Jawbreaker e Jefferson Starship © Jesus Lizard * Jewel « Joan Jett © John Paul Jones ¢ Tom Jones ¢ Ronny Jordan © Jorma Kaukonen © Salif Keita 
Angelique Kidjo © King Missile « Korn e Last Tribe * Cyndi Lauper e Denis Leary ¢ Leftover Salmon ¢ Letters To Cleo © The Levellers © Lipsynka © Live « Lisa Loeb ¢ Los Lobos 
Lotione Loup Garou.e Love & Rockets ¢ Love Spit Love e Luna ¢ John Lurie and the Lounge Lizards ¢ Luscious Jackson ¢ Lush ¢ Baaba Maal » Shane MacGowan 
The Machine * Maggie's Dream * Magnapop ° Taj Mahal * Aimee Mann ¢« Man...or Astroman? ¢ Jono Manson Band e Marilyn Manson © Mary's Danish * Material issue 
Dave Matthews Band * Edwin McCain e Delbert McClinton © lan McDonald ¢« Maria McKee ¢ Meat Beat Manifesto ¢ Medeski, Martin & Wood « The Mekons ¢ Midnight Oil 
Mighty: Mighty Bosstones e Sugar Minot « Moby © Moe « Monster Magnet « Morphine ¢ Bab Mould « Alison Moyet ¢ M People « Mudhoney e Me’Shell N degeocello 

Youssou N'Dour e Ned's Atomic Dustin « The Neville Brothers « New Riders of the Purple Sage « The New York Citizens ¢ Nine inch Nails ¢ The Nixons ° H leathe 
Nuerotic Boy Outsiders ¢ The Otispdag s Ocean Blue e Olodum « Koffi Some e Omar ¢ Yoko Seat ° Grange 3M ° mies e Joap Osborne ¢ Ozric Te antadl es 


4 


- Nova 


The Pretenders ¢ The Prodigy @ Pulp « Quicksand e The Radiators « The Rake’ S Progress e Redd Kicks ° Junior Reid e The Rev. # 


uPaul © The Samp les 


| Eat Itself e Porno For Pyros 
orton Heat e Tabu Ley Rochereau 
Rocket From The Crypt * Rogue's March « Rollins Band ¢ Henry Rollins ¢ Roomful of “Blues © The Roots « Royal Trux * Ruby e Toda Rundgren © RuP 
School of Fish © Brian Setzer Orchestra © Seven Mary Three ¢ Shaggy « Shakespeare's Sister ¢ Shelter * Shonen Knife ¢ Shudder to Tt S 


e Sister Machine Gu ine Skid Row 
Slash’s Snakepit « Slayer ¢ The Smithereens ¢ G.E. Smith & The High Planes Drifters ¢ Patti Smith e Phoebe Snow e Solar Cheese * Son Volt 


The Soup Dragons © Southern Culture on the Skids e Spacehog ¢ Spearhead « The Specials * Jon Spencer Blues Explosion © Spin Doctors * Sponge « Rick S 
Stabbing Westward « Stereolab e Stereo MC's e Suede ¢ Superchunk * Matthew Sweet © Swervedriver * Koko Taylor * Teenage Fanclub ¢ Tesla © They Migh 
Thinking Fellers Union Local #282 © Richard Thompson ® 311 * Throwing Muses The Toasters ¢ Toots and the Maytals « The Tragicall J Hip * Tricky ¢ Tripping Di 
Underworld ¢ Urban Blight « Urge Overkill ¢ Suzanne Vega © The Verve « The Verve Pipe * Violent Femmes ¢ The Voluptuous Horror o 
the Wedding Present ¢ Ween e Paul Weller ¢ Paul Westerberg * Widespread Panic * Wilco © Wild Colonials * Kim Wilson ¢ Wolfga 
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gang Press « Wonderstuff ¢ Roy Wood 
World Party © Z e Zappa’s Banned From Utopia e Warren Zevon 


RVING PLAZA, NYC 


word http://www.irvingplaza.com 
OF Concert Information Hotline: 212.777.1224 
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asa Baar Bs  “THERE’s MoOrE To EXPLORE IN BLACK. 


# o> tty ts aoe : as > Step by step, the rewarding taste builds in complexity. 
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During the White Nights, everybody 
walks around the city, from supper until 
breakfast, in a genial haze. There are con- 
certs and dances, and bus loads of army 
cadets bringing their dates to Palace 
Square, whistling and yelling to see the 
sun up at midnight. Around 2 a.m., all 
the drawbridges in town are raised, and 
it’s quite an event — or passes for one if 
you haven’t been getting enough sleep. 
Everybody drinks, of course. And may- 
be P'd been doing too much of that, be- 
sides. There was Mollie’s Irish Bar, an 
attempt to make an Irish pub out of a 
Russian basement with very American 


results. Drinks on the menu included 
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the cocaine (coffee liqueur, creme de 
banana and triple sec) and the flaming 
Lamborghini (vodka, sambuca, Coin- 
treau, blue curacao and cream). A cou- 
ple of flaming Lamborghinis and you’re 
liable to think anything. 

For instance, the next day I thought I 
was going to die. As a kill-or-cure mea- 
sure, | took a trip across the Gulf of Fin- 
land on a Russian hydrofoil. The hull 
was as streamlined as a 1940s Sunbeam 
toaster. The passenger deck was covered 
by a sleek Plexiglas bubble. And a big fin 
stuck up from the superstructure for no 
discernible reason. 

There wasn’t much to be said in favor 
of the Soviet Union’s heayy industry, 
but it was off on a design tangent all its 
own. And some of the stuff it produced 
is so weird that it reminds you of — where 
else? — America. The little KAZ army 
jeeps have enough belts, straps, cinches 
and buckles to be sold at Banana Repub- 
lic. Hulking Zil limousines show us what 
- luxury automobiles would be if Packard 
were still in business. And my hydrofoil 
was straight out of the props bin of the 
1952 Commando Cody movie Radar Men 
From the Moon. 

I was headed to a vulgar palace com- 
plex built by Peter the Great — Peterhof, 


To an American used to cute, fussy, little 


Western Europe, Russia is... nota breath of 

















fresh air, certainly, because the place stinks. 





named after Peter, as everything Peter 
named was. Here are four or five resi- 
dences too big to live in, plus one too big 


to walk through without taking a break 


for lunch. 

Fountains, cascades and other water- 
works clutter Peterhofs grounds. The 
ordinary garden hose has taken much of 
the thrill out of fountains, I think. Right 
in our back yards we have something 
that sprays water beautifully into the 
air, plus you can squirt your wife with 
it. Also, we have electricity. Spumes, 
spritzes and artificial drizzle received 
more oohs and ahs when viewers knew 
that hundreds of serfs were scrambling 
uphill with buckets to 
make them happen. Peter- 
hof is especially famous for 
the cascades, which have 
been under restoration 
since World War II and 
only began working again 
this year. Cascades are 
fountains that run downhill, 
or waterfalls with floors, or 
something like that. What 
they really look like are an- 
cient-Greek water parks. 
Water gushes from cornu- 
copias, conch shells and the 
mouths of various animals. 
This sort of thing would be 
interesting if the sculptors 
had shown more imagina- 
tion about what the water came out of. 
They should have cast some cows being 
milked, a drunken Hercules having a 
barf, the rape of the Sabine women 
with .... You get the picture. And I'll 
get the drinks. One nice thing about 
Peterhof, they sell shots of vodka at the 
snack counters. 

On the Chessboard Hill cascade, some 
spitting gargoyles had a plaque that read, 
THE DRAGONS WERE RAVAGED BY THE 
NAZIS. Which must have been some- 
thing to see. Not satisfied with sexually 
molesting the garden ornaments, Hit- 
ler’s troops ruined all of Peterhof during 
their unsuccessful siege of what was then 
Leningrad. So I was miffed, when I went 
into the restored Great Palace, to find 
the rooms jammed with citizens of the 
former Axis countries. 

Between me and anything I wanted to 
look at was a tour contingent of 50 Ger- 
mans or Japanese. They were pushing 
and shouting and oblivious to anyone 
not in their group. The Russians are 
themselves no slouches at push, shove 
and obliteration, but they are sporting 
about it. The Germans and the Japanese 
seem to regard rudeness as a grim, im- 
personal duty. “In this place, so and so 
happened,” a guide was shouting in Ger- 
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Ge] Hun, George Washington and Alanis Morissette are just different versions of Sam Walton. 


man. “In this place, such and such happened,” a guide’ 
was (I suppose) shouting in Japanese. “In this place, the 
Russians kicked your butts,” I shouted in English. 

I was standing in the appalling Throne Room. Gilded 
rococo moldings oozed from the walls and ceilings. Too 
many mirrors and windows gave the room a shattered, 
fun-house light. A dozen immense purple-glass chande- 
liers from a whore’s idea of paradise cluttered the space 
overhead, and underfoot an ugly jigsaw puzzle of par- 
quet flooring spread for acres in all directions, so much 
of it that there were once servants whose only job was 
to skate through the palace in big socks, keeping every- 
thing buffed. The throne itself was preposterous, and 
above it was a portrait of fat Catherine the Great, the 
picture bracketed by personifications of Justice, Truth, 
Virtue and other things Catherine wouldn’t 
have known if they bit her. 

An afternoon at Peterhof is enough to ex- 
plain the whole Bolshevik revolution, especial- 
ly in 1917 to freezing soldiers at World War I's 
eastern front and semichattel peasants hauling 
water buckets for the Peterhof fountains. I was 
ready to join the revolution myself if 'd get a 
chance to heave that throne through a window, 
make a penny-arcade shooting gallery out of 
the chandeliers, and play ducks and drakes with 
a hand grenade on those parquet floors. 

| restoring Peterhof. This is because 

Marxists are insane. 

America and Russia have a lot in common. 
Then again, they don’t. And the main thing 
they don’t have in common is 74 years of being 
ruled by unhinged, bakehead, raving, bug- 
house leftists. 

Marxism has had such an impact on this 
century and remains, even after the fall of the _ 6, 
Soviet bloc, such a potent intellectual force ~@%@ 
(at least in colleges, coffee bars and North 
Korea) that we tend to forget how loony are its fun- 
damental ideas. 

Karl Marx believed that history was nothing but the 
evolution of economic systems. Nebuchadnezzar, Jesus, 
Attila the Hun, Leonardo da Vinci, George Washing- 
ton, Albert Schweitzer and Alanis Morissette are all 
just different versions of Sam Walton. And like Sam 
Walton, man moves ever forward economically. First 
there was snatch and grab, followed by hunt and gather, 
then feudalism, capitalism, and, finally, there will be 
snatch and grab again, as much as you like, in the com- 
munist utopia. 

Marx insisted that these economic systems determine 
everything. He lived in the capitalist age, so all he saw 
around him was a construct of capitalism — marriage, 
family, religion, government, nation. When commu- 
nism came, all these would disappear. Poof! No more 
wife and kids, and you don’t have to go to church on 
Sunday, you can play golf. Unless golf is a capitalist 
construct, too, in which case you'll be standing in the 
grass with a stick in your hand and no idea what to do. 

Faith in the primacy of economic determinates is, in 
brief, putting a price on your mother. And Marx didn’t 
even know how to do that. He espoused the Labor 
Theory of Value, the idea that the value of a product 


HE PROBLEM IS, THE BOLSHEVIKS 
didn’t do those things. And, when 
the Germans did, the Bolsheviks 
spent the next five decades carefully 
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is determined by the labor required for its’ production. 
Thus, a hole in the ground is worth more than a poem. 
(Although this actually happened to be-the case with 
much of the poetry written in the Soviet Union.) 

Marx also believed that once private property was 
eliminated and communism had arrived, all of human- 
kind would be gathered into one huge, all-pervading 
socioeconomic cooperative., How this would happen, 
however, Marx hadn’t a clue. He hinted it would be 
accomplished in a big, gooey, spontaneous, Woodstock 
way. In the event, it was done with guns. 

There’s a problem with such an immense, omnipo- 
tent and ubiquitous organization (a problem, that is, 
besides the millions of people who have to be killed to 
create it). What is this thing supposed to do? Karl 
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Kautsky, another leading nuthatch left-wing theoreti- 
cian of the 19th century, said, “In the socialist society, 


which is after all just a single, giant industrial enter- 


prise, production and planning must be . . . organized 
as they are organized in a modern, large industrial en- 
terprise.” But a modern, large industrial enterprise pro- 
ducing what? Game Boys? Inner peace? Blow jobs? 
Candy and gum? Without rational prices, how do you 
know what to produce? Without private property, 
how do you get these products? Without products, 
how can there be markets? Without markets, how can 
prices be set? 

Between 1918 and 1921, the Lenin government actual- 
ly tried to develop a system of nonmonetary account- 
ing. Try this in your bankbook. “Let’s see, I withdrew 
the clean dishes from the dishwasher, and I deposited 
my kids at day care... .” 

Absent the automatic common-sense mechanisms of 
supply and demand, what really happens is that all pro- 
duction and consumption decisions are made political- 
ly. Newt Gingrich and Teddy Kennedy are shopping 
for your groceries. And how much of that food do you 
think is going to make it home? Sralin went so far as to 
claim that economic policy was a Kremlin matter and 


economists should stay out of it. 


ee 


HE INHERENT ABSURDITY OF MARXISM 
i made itself felt, with a vengeance, in the 
U.S.S.R.’s economy. Not that the Soviet 
Union was economically weak. It was able to 
produce moon rockets and atomic bombs and 
enough AK-47s to make every shoeless jack- 
anapes in the Third World into an NRA life member. 
But Soviet industrial might mostly ended up doing 
doughnuts on the lawn. The Russians used to say, “We 
build huge machines that dig coal and ore out of the 
ground. We burn the coal to smelt the ore to build 
huge machines that dig coal and ore out of the ground.” 

Even when Soviet factories produced something use- 
ful or necessary, central planning screwed it up. The 
government in Moscow would send commands called 
gross output targets to all manufacturing facil- 
ities. The gross output target told the factory 
manager what to make and how much of it. 
Anyone who has dealt with bureaucrats who 
are accountable only to other bureaucrats 
knows what happened next. 

The trouble wasn’t that the factory managers 
disobeyed orders. The trouble was that they 
obeyed them precisely. If a shoe factory was told 
to produce 1,000 shoes, it produced 1,000 baby 
shoes because these were the cheapest and eas- 
iest to make. If it was told to produce 1,000 
men’s shoes, it made them all one size. If it was 
told to produce 1,000 shoes in a variety of styles 
for men, women and children, it produced 998 
baby shoes, one pump and a wingtip. If it was 
told to produce 3,000 pounds of shoes, it pro- 
duced one enormous pair of concrete sneakers. 

The factory managers weren't doing this be- 
cause they were evil or insane. They did it be- 
cause their livelihoods, their futures and some- 
times their necks were at stake. They didn’t 
have to satisfy customers. They didn’t have to 
please stockholders. What they had to do was 

| meet the gross output target, no matter what. 
Getting the raw material and machinery to 
‘> ~ meet the gross output target was as hard on 

Soviet factory managers as wearing enormous 
concrete sneakers was on Soviet consumers. Soviet fac- 
tories were not allowed to deal directly with one other. 
All requisitions had to go through the State Planning 
Committee (the nicely actronymed Gosplan) and the 
State Committee on Material-Technical Supply (the 
wonderfully acronymed Gossnab). These entities 
worked as well as everything else worked in the Soviet 
Union. Thus, when a factory manager was told to pro- 
duce 1,000 shoes, he ordered 1,000 tons of leather. That 
way, maybe he’d get at least a couple of pieces of cow- 
hide. And if he got too much, great, he’d hide it. 

A black market of absurd bartering grew up among 
factories as managers traded unneeded things to make 
unwanted stuff. And a special class of bureaucratic 
criminals called tolkachi, or pushers, arose to facilitate 
these deals. Many of today’s filthy-rich New Russians 
were tolkachi and, indeed, still are, since the Russian 
government has by no means untangled itself from 
the economy. 

Members of the Soviet managerial class were forced 
to become liars and thieves, and ordinary workers took 
the hint. The amount of on-the-job theft in the Soviet 
Union was astonishing. In 1990, the U.S.S.R. Academy 
of Sciences reported that “losses of the objects of labor 
total approximately 70 percent,” and “losses during the 
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use of the means of labor [ie., tools and raw materials] 
total 40 percent to 50 percent.” 

If any of that contradicted the spirit of Marxism, 
you'd be hard put to learn it by reading Marx. One of 
the basic tenets of Marxism is the Theory of Surplus 
Value. The value of a thing is, as Karl Marx decreed, 
determined by the labor required for its production. 
The amount a thing sells for minus the amount paid to 
the workers who made it equals the capitalist rip-off to 
which all good communists are so strongly opposed. 
The Theory of Surplus Value means that any time you 
hire someone, you are exploiting him. If you pay some- 
one to fix your automobile, he has the right, by virtue 
of being your mechanic, to steal your car. 

The terrific corruption that now exists in Russia 
was not caused by the collapse of Marxist Leninism. 
It was caused by Marx and Lenin. 





ELL, AT LEAST MARXISM PROMOTED 

human brotherhood. And Ivor, the 22-year- 

old translator and guide who met me at the 

airport in the Siberian city of Irkutsk, 

seemed a younger-brother type — affable, 

outgoing. “You'll notice there are no nig- 
gers here,” he said. 

We'd been standing in the dumpy baggage hall 
waiting for my suitcase and talking about Boris 
Yeltsin’s health and the Russian elections. 

"Jesus Christ, Ivor!” I said. “You can’t use that word. 
It’s a really serious insult.” 

“Don’t black people commit a lot of crimes 
in America?” 

“Tvor, in America, everybody commits a lot of crimes. 
You can’t ever use that word. It has a meaning of big- 
otry, hatred.” 

“But isn’t it true that many Americans don’t 
like blacks?” 

“No!” I said. I scanned my conscience on that. 
“Americans aren’t prejudiced at all. And they’re get- 
ting over it, too.” 

Ivor looked dubious. He was too Russian to believe 
it was really OK for some people to go around being, 
you know, different from other people. This is a coun- 
try that considers Warsaw an exotic southern city 
whose hotblooded natives are not quite to be trusted. 

Blaming everything wrong in Russia, even the xeno- 
phobia, on Marxism may be going too far. Like I care. 
Anyway, 74 years of Commie isolation didn’t help. It 
didn’t help anything. There’s a stumbling-around-in- 
the-daylight quality to the Russians. Six million, six 
hundred thousand square miles of territory, and still 
they don’t get out enough. My six-hour flight to Siberia 
took two days. We were lined up to board six or eight 
times before we finally got on the plane. 

Fortunately, Russia is a country where you can bring 
your own vodka bottle, mixer and highball glass right 
into the boarding lounge — bring your own dog and 
pony, for that matter. And, anyway, what were they 
going to do — send me to Siberia? 

Unfortunately, I had not packed the two-day-size 
bottle. I tried to order a drink on the plane. 

“Vodka.” 

“Shto eta?” 

“Vodka. You invented it. Vod-ka.” 

“Vater?” 

I consulted my Berlitz. The Russian word for vodka is 
vodka. “Vodka.” 

She brought me a hard candy and a lime drink. 
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VOR SHOWED ME AROUND IRKUTSK, A CITY OF 

600,000 people that is 2,600 miles east of Mos- 

cow and still only two-thirds of the way to the 

Pacific. The old, run-down neighborhoods were 

fine. The up-to-date, planned, efficient sections 

were a mess. As wide as the newer avenues were, 
the holes in the pavement were wider. The high-rise 
concrete apartment blocks had blocks of concrete 
falling off them. The prefabricated factory complexes 
sat idly post-fabricating. It is as if the Soviet idea of 
making a place modern was to make it into Detroit — 
modern Detroit. 

The parts of Irkutsk that modernism hadn't 
reached, however, were filled with tra- 
ditional Siberian wooden architecture. 
The buildings are log cabins but on 
Beverly Hillbillies scale. They're mouse- 
gnawed, frost-heaved and weathered 
by very big weather, but they'll proba- 
bly outlast another couple of socio- 
economic theories. 

Straight and unrotting Siberian larch 
is the principal material, carefully squared 
and exactly pegged. Joints between the 
logs are so fine that the buildings seem to 
be carved out of one solid tree. The cop- 
per roofs are deeply eved and capped by 
elaborate brick chimneys. Cornices, gable 
ends and window casings are decorated 
with twinnings and folds of carved wood- 
en fretwork. Windows are smail, with 
sashes both inside and outside the thick 
log walls, turning each casement into a 
shadow box usually occupied by a nap- 
ping cat. This is the kind of place where 
Abraham Lincoln would have grown up 
— if his mother had been Martha Stewart. 

A frontiersman like Abe would recog- 
nize Siberia. Russia’s far east is our Wild 
West — the same fur traders, gold rush- 
es, homesteadings and murders of the 
people who lived there originally — 
always, however, with the slightly off-center Russian spin. 
For one thing, the settlers still haven’t settled the place. 
Only the strip of land along the Trans-Siberian Railroad 
has a population density of more than 25 people per 
square mile. And the Russian version of Wagon Train has 
been going on since a Cossack high-plains drifter named 
Yermak chased away the pesky Tatars, in 1582. 

There’s also a whiff of the highbrow in Siberia. For a 
hick town, Irkutsk had too many opera houses, theaters, 
museums and academic institutes. This is because for 
hundreds of years, the smarty-pants reformers, annoy- 
ing idealists, know-it-all do-gooders and other people 
who cracked wise to the government were sent here for 
life. It’s as though everyone who voted for George Mc- 
Govern was packed off to Lubbock, Texas. A mixed 
blessing for the locals, as you can imagine. » 

Ivor was a local, and he considered the vast sur- 
rounding wilderness to be another mixed blessing. We 
had driven for an hour southwest along the Angara 
River toward Lake Baikal, and we were standing on a 
craggy overlook above a thousand square miles of vir- 
gin conifer forest. I was experiencing that egotistical 
swelling that comes upon urbanized man facing vast, 
uninhabited spaces. I was thinking, “There’s nothing! 
There’s nothing here! There’s nothing here but ME!” 

“There’s nothing here but bears,” said Ivor. “We call 














on that now exists in Russia's cities and towns was 
was caused by Marx and Lenin. 





it Bear Angle.” 

Actually, Litter Corner would have been more like it. 
Trash lay all over the clearing. The largest rock on the 
hill crest was covered halfway to its top with broken 
glass. And all the surrounding bushes and trees were 
weighed down with small strips of cloth tied to every 
branch and twig. 

"What's that about?” I asked. 

"Oh, this place is sacred to the Buriats; they are of 
Mongolian type,” said Ivor, eyeing me carefully to see 
if “Mongolian type” was another of the terms that 
might set me off. < 

Some visitors — of Russian type — arrived at the over- 
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look. There were a dozen of them in three cars. They 
were young and dressed for a ball, although it was 11 in 
the morning, They took dramatic and gurgling drinks 
of vodka and champagne, threw their bottles at the big 
rock, got back in and drove away at a high speed. One 
of the car roofs was decorated with a pair of pizza-size 
gold-foil rings. 

“A wedding,” explained Ivor. “When people here are 
getting married, they drive around the countryside very 
fast and have drinks.” 

Which is also what they do when they aren’t getting 
married. We were doing it ourselves. We drove to Lake 
Baikal, very fast, and had drinks. 

An impressive chaser is Baikal — 395 miles long and 
50 miles across at its widest point. Eighty percent of 
Russia’s fresh water is here, and 20 percent of the world’s 
— more than the Great Lakes put together, the Russians 
claim. All the rivers on earth would need a year to fill 
the basin. And 336 rivers and streams actually flow into 
it. Only one, the Angara, flows out. All this information 
came from Ivor, practically in one breath, when he re- 
membered for a moment that he was an Intourist guide 
on official duty and wasn’t just goofing off at the lake. 

A spectacular and almost empty locale like Baikal 
should really be kept as some kind of park or nature pre- 


serve. And yet the American in me, looking out at the 
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smooth, vacant waters of a lake bigger 


than Belgium and almost as dull, kepr | 


having visions of Hobie Cats, cabin cruis- 
ers, Float Boats, outboards and Jet Skis. 

I went down to the stony beach and 
put a toe in the water. Yow! Christ! Brrr! 
The place should be a nature preserve. 

We drove up a hill to the Baikal Ho- 
tel, a peculiar design in poured concrete 
like an upside-down Brasilia faced with 
parabolic dips instead of parabolic arches. 
It was built in the early ’60s for a visit by 
Khrushchev, and he deserved it. Al- 
though the hotel has one of the world’s 
spectacular views, its restaurant and bar 
are in the basement. 

At lunch ‘I talked to some other In- 
tourist clients, four men on a day trip 
from Irkutsk. They had a lot of questions. 
What was my opinion of the current in- 
trigue in the Duma? What were my 
thoughts on local government reform? 
What did I believe was Russia’s proper 
geopolitical posture? These were beyond 
me, But I guess when your nearest world 
capital is Ulan Bator, any wandering rub- 
berneck is worth pumping. 

The Russians did have queries I 
could answer, however. “Are there 
really cowboys in America?” 
(They were delighted that it’s so.) 
“Do you still use coins in the 
U.S.?” (They were mystified as to 
what coins would be used for, since 
the largest Russian coin is now 
worth one 50th of a cent.) And I 
had something just as naive to ask 
them. “How is Russia doing?” I 
asked. “I mean, you know. ... Are 
people better off? Worse off?” 


ECAUSE I REALLY 
couldn’t tell. P'd heard 
disaster stories about 
the Soviet economy, 
but Moscow and St. 
Petersburg had seemed 
prosperous. On the other hand, 
these are the wealthiest places in 
Russia and, as a tourist, 'd spent most of 
my time in the good parts of town. 

Irkutsk looked more like the old So- 
viet Union, shabby and drab, but here, 
too, were signs of economic success. De- 
cent apartments were being built. More 
cars were on the streets. People were 
dressed better. The hotel offered actual 
hospitality and good food. Real stores 
had opened, including a grocery next to 
one of the Martha Stewart log cabins. 
And that grocery could have been 
stocked by Martha herself — 10 varieties 
of Hong Kong tea biscuits. 

I was flummoxed. Russia was richer 
than it was when Id been there in 1982 
and 1988. But experts and statistics said 
just the opposite. According to the Rus- 
sian State Committee for Statistics, the 
gross domestic product is only 61 :per- 
cent of what it was in 1989. Russians 
can’t have more stuff and less stuff at 
the same time, can they? The World 
Bank estimates that one-third of Rus- 
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sia’s population has an income below 
the minimum sustenance level: One out 
of three people is keeling over from 
hunger. This isn’t happening. Indeed, 
three out of three Russians could use 
some time on a Stairmaster. Tatyana Y. 
Yarygina, deputy chairwoman of the 
state Duma’s Committee on Labor and 
Social Policy, claims that a full quarter 
of Russians cannot find employment. 
Thirty-eight million or so folks sitting 
on their duffs — and the day-trippers 
from Irkutsk were almost the only Rus- 
sians I saw doing nothing. 

What did they think? “Oh, things are 
better now.” “Much better.” “Better, 
better, better now.” Of course, a whole 
bottle of vodka had been drunk at lunch, 
and things were better. But, in fact, the 
Russians told me what I wanted to know 
by asking another question of their own, 
a question that only the citizens of a few 
of the best and most optimistic nations 
would bother to ask. “Tell me,” said 
one, in the serious and important man- 
ner that comes with drinking too much 
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in the daytime, “where is life harder? In 


the U.S. or in Russia?” 
| | to do arithmetic. It’s not just 
trying to compare apples and 
oranges, it’s trying to divide Sunkist by 
Granny Smith. The Russians invented 
statistical methods that were almost as 
strange as Lenin’s nonmopetary account- 
ing. Instead of using the definition of 
GDP accepted by every Western nation 
— the value of the production of all labor 
and property located in a country — the 
Communists had something called gross 
material product. To oversimplify, gross 
material product ignored services an 
counted products every time they 
moved. Not that this mattered, since the 
numbers used to calculate the gross mate- 
rial product were drawn from bureaucrat- 


EASURING THE CURRENT 
Russian ,economic situation 
against the old Soviet econo- 
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ic reports about fulfillment of the notori- 
ous gross output targets and hence were 
all lies, 

Besides, the U.S.S.R.’s output was 
stated in rubles, a currency with no val- 
ue at all. Or, rather, the ruble had up to 
a dozen different values. There was the 
international ruble, the official currency 
with an exchange rate of about $L75; the 
commercial ruble, used for trade with 
hard-currency countries and usually 
pegged at 57 cents; the tourist ruble, in- 
troduced to undercut the black-market 
ruble, both being worth around a penny; 
the auction ruble, with value determined 
by sales among foreign banks; the enter- 
prise ruble, which could be spent only on 
products from a specific Soviet industry; 
and so on. 

We don’t know how much the Soviet 
economy shrank after the collapse of 
communism, because the Soviet econo- 
my was unknowable. But we do know 
that the consumption of electricity fell 
by only 18 percent. This argues against 
the amount of GDP contraction claimed 
by the Russian government. We also 
know that black-market activity grew, al- 
though by how much is also unknowable. 
(Amazing how little you can find out 
from the people running things when 
they’ve got all the guns.) I talked to one 
of Communist presidential candidate 
Gennady Zyuganov’s economic advisers. 
She claimed to be an expert on the 
“black economy” and said she believes 
that 45 percent of Russia’s industry and 
trade are now conducted under the table. 

Some of the shrunken parts of the 
U.S.S.R.’s economy will not be missed. 
And some of the downturns in economic 
indicators are actually signs of progress. 
From 1986 to 1990, the part of the 
U.S.S.R. that’s now Russia produced an 
average of 105 million tons of grain per 
year. Now it produces only 69 million 
tons. But at the end of the Communist 
period, 27 million tons of grain per year 
were being imported, while today, Russia 
is a net grain exporter. This is no paradox 
when you look at the U.S.S.R.’s trans- 
portation and storage facilities. As much 
as 60 percent of the Soviet Union's food 
used to be lost moving it from field to face. 

Still, the Russian economy did have 
conniptions in the 1990s. There was wallet- 
popping inflation. Between 1993 and 1996, 
the consumer price index rose 863 percent. 
When the Soviet Union went to pieces, all 
of its former republics were left with cen- 
tral banks having the equipment to print 
rubles and no one there to stop them. In 
effect, Russia had 14 ex-wives, each with a 
duplicate of the Kremlin Visa card. 

And many of the country’s largest in- 
dustries collapsed. The cars, refrigerators 
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witha duplicate of the Kremlin Visa card. 


> in ie 


and TVs they made were junk. The only 
way they’d been able to sell these before 
was through a Soviet retail system so 
screwed up that no one could buy any 
cars, refrigerators or TVs, and so there 
were no complaints. Tens of thousands 
of jobs disappeared or, worse, the jobs 
stayed but the paychecks vanished. 

The new Russian government had no 
idea how to manage things. It didn’t 
know where to get revenue. Russia under 
communism hadn’t needed taxes. The 
government didn’t have to pay for 
things, it just ordered them done and 
printed up some rubles for form’s sake. 
Russia under noncommunism was still 
fuzzy about the concept of taxation. For 
instance, it taxed gross business income. 
Thus, tax bills could exceed net profits. 
So businesses became part of the black 
economy. And the government didn’t 
know where to get revenue again. 

By all rights, Russia should be in the 
kind of great depression mess that led to 
Hitler in Germany and whiny, nasal 
Woody Guthrie songs in the United 
States. But Russia, mysteriously, is not 
singing “Dust Bowl Refugees” and “This 
Land Is Your Land.” And Russia is pret- 
ty stable, considering all the asses-and- 
elbows political events of the past decade. 

The Russians just re-elected a more- 
or-less democratic, more-or-less free-mar- 
ket government. And that government’s 
finances aren’t even a total mess. Infla- 
tion is now between L5 and 3 percent a 
month, nothing that people who lived 
through the Carter administration can’t 
survive. National debt as a percentage of 
GDP is lower in Russia than in any 
country in Europe except Luxembourg. 
And Russia’s budget deficit is just under 
4 percent of gross domestic product, 
about the same as the average for Euro- 
pean Union countries. Russia’s econom- 


ic situation defies standard analysis. 


USSIA’S ECONOMIC SITUATION 

defies standard analysis because 

its numbers don’t add up in any 

standard way. Russian industrial 

output has declined by half since 

1990, but its export trade flour- 
ishes. Indeed, the nation has a $19.9 bil- 
lion trade surplus. 

Then there’s the matter of Russia’s 
continuing inflation. The inflation is 
dinky compared with what it used to be, 
but nonetheless it verges on 30 percent a 
year. And why does a country with low 
national debt, a moderate budget deficit, 
a supposedly shrinking GDP and a trade 
surplus have any inflation at all? 

And if there’s a trade surplus, why is 
the ruble losing value? Russia issued new 
currency and solved the problem of rogue 
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central banks in places like Trashcanistan. 
But the ruble exchange rate fell anyway, 
from 4,689 to the dollar to nearly 5,000 in 
just the first four months of this year. 
The problem is that none of Russia's 
official economic figures properly takes 
into account the black — or, as I would 
call it, the informal — market. The trade 
surplus is an example. According to the 
government import-export accounts, 
Russia spent only $57.9 billion of its ex- 
port earnings on foreign goods. That 
leaves an amount equal to more than a 
month’s salary for every person in the 
country. Where is this money going? It’s 
not being spent on deficit financing. The 
International Monetary Fund is loaning 
Russia $10 billion over three years for that 
purpose. And the money isn’t being used 
for the capitalistic purposes that Russia's 
Soviet forefathers so loathed. Investment 
in fixed capital has fallen by 36 percent 
since 1993. The Russians are spending it. 
The Russians are spending money on 
uncounted and unrecorded foreign goods 
brought into the country by small traders. 
You’re allowed $1,000 in duty-free im- 
ports when you enter Russia, and no real 
Russian comes back to the country with 
a penny worth’s less. Clothing, toys and 








J I'd gone to Intourist and asked a travel agent, “What 
@?] Siberian Railroad any fun?” She stared at me a minute. “It will be long-remembered, she said. 
: wheanieca small spolianees a packed into Pes. 


mous burlap sacks so that the baggage- | 
claim area of any Russian airport with in- | 


ternational flights seems to be populated 
by hundreds of Santa Clauses in their 
off-duty clothes. Myriad Russians are 
doing this for a living. They’re known as 
chelnoki, or shuttle boats. They go back 
and forth to Turkey, Poland, Italy, 
South Korea, Egypt, Thailand, Dubai — 
anywhere with cheap products for sale — 
flying bargain charters to obscure pro- 
vincial airports. Ankon Airport, in east- 
ern Italy, was visited by 38,677 Russians 
last year. The chelnoki buy with cash, and 
they sell unencumbered by taxes, licenses, 
permits or any of society’s other parasit- 
ical attachments on trade. 

There are two ways to shop in Russia. 
You can walk down the main streets, and 
here are the same stores that we have, full 
of the best-known kinds of everything. 
Or you can go around the corner, down 
the alley and into one of the broad, paved 
courtyards in the middle of Russia’s 
enormous city blocks. 

I didn’t know these places existed until 
I was walking down a side street in St. 
Petersburg and caught sight of a huge 
bustle at the end of a dank, narrow pas- 
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sage. I walked through and emerged 
upon a Gotham of cardboard boxes. In 
other poor countries, people would be 
living in them. Here they were minding 
shop. All the world’s handiwork was for 
sale, at least all the world’s handiwork 
that costs less than $50, from Chinese 
canned hams to Malaysian underpants. 
It’s illegal, of course. But the only signs 
of that were two monumental thugs de- 
manding a buck to let me in. 

This is where ordinary Russians 
cruise the mall. They shop for old-fash- | 
ioned necessities. They shop for new- 
found pleasures. And I hope they shop 
a little bit just to make the people at 
the Russian State Committee for Sta- 


tistics look like dickheads. 


HE DAY AFTER I GOT BACK 
from Lake Baikal, I boarded 
the Trans-Siberian Railroad 
for Vladivostok. I'd gone to In- 
tourist to look into traveling 
across Russia. “What about a 
train ride?” I'd asked. “Is the Trans- 
Siberian Railroad any fun?” 

The travel agent stared at me. “It will | 
be long-remembered,” she said. | 


Or maybe not, depending on how | 


with 
Craig Kilborn 
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about a train ride? Is the Irans- 


killed with vodka and 


many brain cells I eye 


Halcion and anything that looked u 
teresting in my first-aid kit. It's not a trip 
you'd care to take sober — four days and 
three nights with no scheduled stops 
longer than 18 minutes in accommoda- 
tions that are Spartan or not that ad- 
vanced. Trojan is more what J mean — 
like the inside of the horse of that name 
after a whole platoon of sweaty Greek 
hoplites had been squished in there for, 
oh, four days and three nights. 

Public transport in Russia is not 
the faint of nose. I don’t mean to hurt 
any feelings, but I’m a professional jour- 
nalist with certain duties, and conscience 
compels me to provide the information 
that Russians smell. They smell with a 
big, mildewy, musky, left-the-gym- 
clothes-in-the-car-trunk-all-summer 
stink. And they didn’t start smelling any 
better between Irkutsk and the Pacific, 
because Russian trains don’t have baths 
in the bathrooms or showers or hot water 
or soap or towels or toilet paper. The toi- 
let itself empties directly onto the road- 
bed, with its waste pipe aimed out to the 
side in a way that must provide surprises 
to the occasional bystander. 

There’s one bathroom to a car. It’s the 
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size of a high-school locker, and every- 
thing in there, including the toilet seat, is 
made out of sheet metal. There’s no 
drain in the floor, and what with spills 
and leaks of one kind or another, the 
cubicle quickly fills with a variety of liq- 
uids to a height above your shoe tops. 
Bring Handi Wipes. 

The passenger compartments are 
slightly larger than the bathroom, almost 
large enough to contain the four bunks 
with which each is equipped, plus maybe 
one and a half of the four adults who are 
supposed to be accommodated therein. 
You can stretch out on these bunks in 
comfort if you answered the casting call 
for Tattoo on Fantasy Island. The com- 
partment window does not open, and 
there’s no fan or other form of ventila- 
tion and no window shade. In the sum- 
mer in southern Siberia, the sun shines 18 
hours a day. If your compartment is on 
the south side of the train, as mine was, 
you can use it to fire ceramics. A few of 
the windows in the corridor do open, and 
some relief can be had by sticking your 
head out and letting your jaw gape open 
in the breeze. I saw most of Siberia the 
way your dog sees 1-95. 

Each train car carries two middle-aged 
ladies whose job, as far as I could tell, is 
to walk up and down the corridor mak- 
ing sure no one smokes, You can drink 
on the train, you can puke on the train, 
you can yell and quarrel and party all 








night, you can cook tripe on al- 
cohol stoves and make reeking 
picnics of smoked fish and goat 
cheese, but you can’t smoke. In 
order to smoke, you have to 
stand between the cars and risk 
getting shoved under the wheels 
by all the people from the ad- 
joining compartments who are 
standing between the cars, too, 
because everyone smokes in Rus- 
sia. ’'d found some big, ugly Cu- 
ban corona grandes in Moscow, 
and I lit them in the crowd. It 
was a pleasure imposing rank 
odors on the Russians. 

Russian trains are reeking, 
grubby, airless and clamorously 
loud. You end up angry, but not 
about the discomfort or lack of 
services. What’s maddening is 
more abstract — how the train 
was designed with no consideration for 
anyone on it. In fact, there seems to have 
been active malice. Mere negligence 
wouldn’t explain that bathroom. In the 
old Soviet Union, nobody had to like 
this train — or anything else. Nobody 
had a choice. People couldn’t go on a 
competing railroad. People couldn’t go 
on a Greyhound bus. People couldn’t 
even — considering what a trip to Siberia 
usually meant — not go. So the trains 
weren't built to satisfy the needs of the 
passengers. They were built to satisfy the 








whims of people in the Kremlin, and to 
satisfy the commands of the bureaucrats 
who told everybody what the Kremlin 
whims were, and to satisfy the personal 
agendas of the managers and technocrats 
who were pretending to put all that 
whimsy into practice. 

This is the story of central planning. 
It’s always the same, whether it’s Soviet 
gulags or Social Security trust funds, 
whether it’s the French aerospace in- 
dustry or federally funded school-lunch 


programs, whether it’s welfare or, in- 


the 


address GO COMEDY. 


Craig 


ed Internet address hitp:) comeantral.com Congpusérve 


- ma 


hs Comedy Partners. All rights rese 


Mon-Thurs 
7pm &IlpmE/P 


DAILY 


ghow 


i Ba a 


Kilborn 





| 





deed, welfare reform. And any- 
body who advocates central 
planning — from Gennady Zyu- 
ganov to Harold Ickes — should 
be made to get down on his 
hands and knees and lick the 
Irkutsk-to-Vladivostok train. 
| ures lapping the coup- 
lings. Pd bought a whole 
compartment so I could loll 
around in my boxer shorts while 
carefully keeping myself hy- 
drated. There was a shabby dining 
car about half a mile up the train, 
and, though the galley was dirty 
enough to start a worm farm, the 
. food was good. I don’t know what 
the food was, but it was good. It was part 
bird, I think, had a great taste, and I got 
only a little sick afterward. 

The dining car also sold half-liter bot- 
tles of Stolichnaya. Though this didn’t 
taste exactly like the Stolichnaya we get 
here. Stolichnaya may have a paint-thin- 
ner subsidiary. 

I'd brought my own food along, too, 
purchased in Irkutsk’s Martha Stewart 
grocery. I had cheese, salami and fruit 


juice, all imported from Europe or Ameri- 
ca, and a bunch of those [Cont. on BO] 


HE TRIP HAD ITS COM- 
pensations, however, 
even without a pair of 
prominent political fig- 
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especially for folks who race their Saturns: more ego room. 
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(Although our engineers GF 
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who just like to drive § “their Saturns. Like a 


call it more headroom.) 
» sof things for people 
roomier, quieter interior and a sleek, new body 
design. In fact, the way we see things, if you 

liked our old coupe, chances are youll probably 
sun. like the improvements and changes on our '97 
even more. Of course, we decided to keep the trophy- 
winning, 124-horsepower, dual-overhead-cam engine. *}” 
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In Solo I] competitions, folks like Pete Uller set up courses at local airports \ 


and race against the clock. (It’s probably fairer than racing against the planes.) i 
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The 1997 SC2, as outfitted 


by Saturn’s ICY racing 
team, One of the premier 


‘yp 
teams in SCCA Pro \ 


ia 

Racing, they'll be | | 

| | 
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coupe across many finish 
lines this season. And 
you can get one a lot like 


it. (Pit crew not included.) 


CAR. 


This 1997 Saturn SC2 (with alloy wheels) bas an M.S.R.P. of $14,415, including retailer prep and transportation. Of course, the total cost will vary seeing how options are extra, 
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BEING THERE 
Wileo 


Reprise 


A FUNNY THING HAPPENED 
to singer/songwriter Jeff 
Tweedy on the way to cult 
stardom. As a member of Uncle Tupelo, 
a band of Midwestern small-town teens 
that initially took its cue from ’80s punk, 
he discovered Merle Haggard, the 
Louvin Brothers, Hank Williams Sr. and 
Gram Parsons, the patron saints of roots 
rock, country division. And with the zeal 
of a true disciple, Tweedy — together 
with Tupelo’s co-founder, singer/song- 
writer Jay Farrar — strived to create a 
musical language as earthy, honest and 
personal as that of his heroes. When 
Tweedy and Farrar split, in 1994, leaving 
Tupelo in ruins, they left behind four rus- 
tic-flavored albums and a rabid following 
that bowed to the boys from Belleville, 
Il, and hailed them as visionaries. 
Posthumously, Uncle Tupelo have 
acquired a mythic status that far out- 
strips their meager record sales. The title 
of the group’s first album, No Depression, 
has become the all-purpose moniker for 
a nationally prominent fanzine, a bois- 
terously active Internet folder and a new 
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school of country-minded rock bands, 
including Tweedy’s post-Tupelo outfit, 
Wilco, and Farrar’s band, Son Volt. 

Wilco and Son Volt both put out 
debut discs last year, and the loyalists are 
still jousting over which group is the true 
keeper of the No Depression flame. But 
with Being There, the follow-up to Wil- 
co’s 1995 release, A.M., Tweedy and his 
band break free from the confines of the 
narrow Tupelo legacy by exploring the 
nuances of noise and atmosphere. 

The 19 tracks on Being There are 
spread across two CDs — a sound aes- 
thetic decision. Each disc functions as a 
self-contained entity digestible in a single 
40-minute sitting. Together, both halves 
aspire to the nervy sprawl of such dou- 
ble-album predecessors as London Calling 
and Exile on Main Street, records that 
forged unified personal statements out 
of a bewildering variety of styles. Being 
There is a product of ambitious versatility, 
particularly in the string-band textures 
conjured by multi-instrumentalist Max 
Johnston and the pliant rhythms of 
bassist John Stirratt and drummer Ken 
Coomer. Wilco explore the clavinet- 
fueled funk of the Band on “Kingpin” 
and crank up the Sun Sessions-style re- 
verb on “Someday Soon.” The band 
also bounces like the Beatles in a dance 
hall on “Why Would You Wanna Live” 
and evokes an air of desert mystery in 
“Hotel Arizona.” 

Wilco announce their ambitions in 
the opening bars of “Misunderstood” 
with a feedback-drenched assault that 
should clear the room of any Carter 
Family purists. The cacophony gives way 
to a plaintive acoustic dirge as Tweedy 
inserts a quote from “Amphetamine,” by 
the late Pere Ubu guitarist Peter Laugh- 
ner: “Take the guitar player for a ride/ 
See, he ain’t never been satisfied/He 
thinks he owes some kind of debt/Be 
years before he gets over it.” The lines 
are apt; Wilco identify strongly with 
Laughner’s tortured romanticism. In the 
next song, “Far Far Away,” Tweedy is on 
a bus, watching the prairie whir past as 
he drives away from a loved one. By 
“Monday,” Tweedy has forgotten all 
about home as his and Jay Bennett’s gui- 
tars blast against a braying brass section 
like the Stones invading Memphis. “I 
only wanna go where my wheels roll,” 
Tweedy yelps. 

Wilco have not made your standard 
rock & roll road album. Tweedy’s songs 
use the one-nighter clichés of Grand 
Funk Railroad’s “We’re an American 
Band” as a means of exploring deeper 
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issues, particularly faith and commitment 
and how those qualities are tested by geo- 
graphical and emotional distances. Being 
There is an album of parallel journeys that 
frequently overlap, a tour of the heart 
that becomes a search for renewal. 

These journeys do not follow straight 
lines. Being There swings from the cocky- 
guitar raucousness of “Outtasite (Outta 
Mind)” on the first disc to the fatalistic 
acoustic strumming of “Someone Else's 
Song” on the second CD. “Sunken 
Treasure” is a jazzy, Astral Weeks-style 
reverie that unravels into a dissonant 
eruption worthy of Sonic Youth. When 
Tweedy sings, “I am so outta tune with 
you,” he could be describing any of the 
relationships depicted in his songs — with 
a lover, a friend, even the music. The am- 
biguity is an attraction in itself. 

On Being There’s penultimate track, 
“The Lonely 1,” the perspective shifts 
from that of the self-absorbed rock 
singer in “Misunderstood” to that of a 
fan who lives vicariously through music. 
Fittingly, the album closes with 
“Dreamer in My Dreams,” a ram- 
shackle rave-up that sounds straight out 
of Rod Stewart’s Gasoline Alley. In the 
song, Tweedy concedes that “All the 
good things/They gotta go,” but the 
band holds tight to the tune, pulling it 
back together each time the arrange- 
ment nears collapse. 

Being There is named after the 1979 





movie with Peter Sellers, and like Sellers’ 
memorable character, the gardener 
Chance, Jeff Tweedy and Wilco venture 
out into an anxiety-ridden world sure of 
only one thing. For Chance, it was the 
feeling of security he left behind in the 
garden. For Wilco, it is the solace they 


continue to find in rock & roll. 8 
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FIRST BAND ON THE MOON 
The Cardigans 


Mercury 


N THIS WORLD OF COOKIE-CUTTER, 
post-alternative bands, the Cardigans 
are fueled by a deep and abiding faith in 
novelty. The word kitsch has already 
earned a permanent place in most de- 


scriptions of this Swedish band, which is 
inevitable when the straw that stirs your 
particular lounge-pop drink is often a 
flute. The flute is an important part of 
the Cardigans’ musical armory, as are the 
melodies of Black Sabbath, which they 
cover with alarming regularity. And in a 
radical break from Swedish tradition, the 
Cardigans’ name doesn’t begin with the 
letter A. 

Yet with First Band on the Moon, their 
second U.S. album, the Cardigans prove 
to be more than the sum of their gim- 
micks, The music remains cotton-candy 
sweet, but vocalist Nina Persson and gui- 
tarist Peter Svensson temper the giddi- 
ness with strikingly downbeat songwrit- 
ing. Persson is a coy, supercute 
bubblegum vocalist — Betty Boop meets 
Kirsty MacColl — but Persson’s airy lack 
of affectation actually deepens her dark, 
romantic sentiments when she chirps 
cheerily about her status as a willingly 
deceived doormat in the hitworthy single 
“Lovefool” or commands “Tell me I’m 
good/I know I'm bad,” in “Heartbreaker.” 

The Cardigans’ busy orchestrations 
and quirky adornments drip with the 
fizz of 60s pop and cocktail jazz, but the 
group doesn’t hide behind its cleverness. 
First Band on the Moon, with its insinu- 
ating melodies and carefully crafted, bit- 
tersweet fun, is truly sophisticated and 
irony-free, except for the Cardigans’ 
take on that most iconographic of Sab- 


SONGS OF FaITH, HOPe anD LOVE 


> IN 1990, AT AN OUTDOOR CONCERT IN 
Brooklyn, N.Y., Curtis Mayfield was hit bya 
falling lighting rig, leaving him paralyzed from the 
neck down. New World Order is the soul titan’s first 
new studio effort since then, and itis a triumphant 
return. Produced with a cast of con- 
temporary R&B players, the album 


doesn’t update Mayfield’s style; it 


underscores where his influence is 


felt - everywhere. Black music as 
we hear it today wouldn’t exist 
without Curtis Mayfield. His ’60s 
recordings with the Impressions 
and solo workinthe’70s - rum- 
bling funk jams, incisive songs of 
protest, divinely inspired ballads, 


the landmark Superfly soundtrack 
— prefigure everything from rap to 
the lush R&B of Babyface. More 
people know Mayfield’s sound than 
they do the man himself; perhaps 
New World Order can change that. 
In the past, as a lyricist, Mayfield 
could seem didactic at times; here, 
Mayfield never lets his message 
outshine his melodic gifts. His high 
tenor voice is intact, and Mayfield’s 


provide much of his inspiration. When he calls for “a 
new world order” in the title song, Mayfield’s feel- 
good optimism is buoyed by faith and the humble fer- 
vor of his vocal delivery. Even the dated “right on” 
clichés in “Back to Living Again” gain authority from 


Mayfield’s sly, syncopated singing. 
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NEW WORLD ORDER 
Curtis Mayfield 


Warner Bros. 





gospel roots still 


Aretha Franklin breezes through an extremely 
brief guest appearance on that track. Everywhere 
else, Mayfield guides his younger collaborators to 
higher ground. Working with producers such as Daryl 
Simmons and the Organized Noize team, Mayfield 


brings grace and good taste to the 
steamy vibe of Atlanta-style ’90s 
R&B. The haunting tone of “The 
Girl I Find Stays on My Mind” 
lingers like an old infatuation, 
with a bluesy guitar defining the 
quietly obsessive groove. Mayfield 
puts over the sweet love-man 
pleading of “No One Knows About 
a Good Thing” without being 
either cloying or obvious. 
The core of Mayfield’s 





approach is a serene self-knowl- 
edge. He never backs away from 
uncomfortable truths, in 
romance or politics. “Here But 
I’m Gone” articulates the stoned 
insight of a man trapped inthe 
glass-pipe bubble of drug abuse. 
In a remake of Mayfield’s’70s 
epic “We the People Who Are 


Darker Than Blue,” he sends a message of black uni- 
ty and self-respect that is even more relevant than it 
was two decades ago. “Pardon me, brother/As you 
stand in your glory/I know you won’t mind/If I tell 
the whole story,” he sings in keening, intimate tones. 
Never flinching, on New World Order, Curtis 
Mayfield stands tall. 


—~MARK COLEMAN 
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bath anthems, “Iron Man.” It’s a thrill to 
hear Persson purr, “Heavy boots of 
lead/Fills his victims full of dread,” over 
a Jim Hall-style jazz-guitar figure. But 
in the end it can never be anything but 
a joke. Especially if it gets released as a 
single. —JASON COHEN 
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DIARY OF A MOD HOUSEWIFE 
Amy Rigby 
Koch 


HE SUCCESS OF ALANIS MORIS- 
T sette, Tracy Bonham, et al., makes 
it easy to assume that contemporary 
female rockers are all under 30, single 
and titanically pissed off at the loutish 
men in their lives. But Amy Rigby — who 
is married and a mom, and has left her 
20s behind — proves with her trenchant, 
roots-pop solo album, Diary of a Mod 
Housewife, that unbridled rage isn’t the 
only valid emotion that a female rocker 
can express. 

A longtime New Yorker, Rigby was a 
member of the all-girl trio the Shams 
(two early ’90s releases on Matador) and 
also sang with the punkabilly combo 
Last Roundup. On Diary, she combines 
the world-wise, folky eclecticism of the 
Shams and the twangy, heartaching 
urgency of her work with the Roundup in 
a dozen exquisitely crafted tracks that ex- 
Cars guitarist Elliot Easton, who pro- 
duced most of the album, has buffed to a 
sleek finish while retaining the music’s 
roadhouse-bar-band feel. The result is a 
rock & roll album that speaks for those 
wives and mothers who still hit the club 
circuit whenever they can scare up a sit- 
ter and who would rather fold laundry to 
PJ Harvey than Mariah Carey. 

Rigby’s musical chronicle embodies a 
feeling of wry resignation: Life’s a bitch 
when you're chasing the guy who doesn’t 
want to be caught. And once you and he 
have finally said, “I do,” the relentless 
familiarity of the marital state can erode 
even the most towering passion. In “Beer 
and Kisses,” a fervent duet with John 
Wesley Harding, Rigby laments the loss 
of “the thing we had for each other/Way 
back when we first met.” The clenched- 
teeth, garage-rock sound of “That Tone 
of Voice,” fortified by some ominous 
organ played by Ira Kaplan of Yo La 
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Tengo, signals that Rigby has gotten fed 
up with her uncommunicative mate. 
Throughout the album, Easton's sculpted 
lead-guitar work effectively complements 
Rigby’s plaintive acoustic picking. — ’ 
By turns spirited (“The Good Girls”), 
elegiac (“Sad Tale”) and acutely funny 
("20 Questions”), the emotional honesty 
of Diary of a Mod Housenife is height- 
ened by Rigby’s marvelous, urban- 
honky-tonk-angel voice. The album 
ends on a desperately hopeful note with 
“We're Stronger Than That,” a song 
that is more plea than statement — and 
a last-stand anthem for mod housewives 
everywhere. —Morra McCormick 
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ILLADELPH HALFLIFE 
The Roots 
paG¢ 20C~* 


HE ROOTS HAVE NEVER BEEN 
our average rap crew. Paced by 
lead lyricist Black Thought and ?ues- 
tionlove, the group’s drummer, the Roots 
are to hip-hop culture what Bob Dole 
thought he would be to this year’s presi- 
dential election: a breath of fresh air. 
When the Philadelphia-based band first 
hit the scene, heads weren’t really check- 
ing for homeys who could flow with the 
best freestylers and play real instruments. 
But the Roots can play, and their inde- 
pendent debut, Organix, paved the way 
for 1995’s Do You Want More?!!!??!, a 
record that was sample-free and smart, 
and gave rap purists plenty of street fla- 
vor. Illadelph Halflife solidifies the Roots’ 
place in the new wave of rap — still high- 
lighting urban blight but not drowning 
in despair and hopelessness. Deter- 
mined to reach a wider audience, the 
Roots have made their sound (much of 
it produced by the band’s home-grown 
collective, the Grand Negaz) more 
spare this go-round. The lyrics are 
stripped to the bone as well. 

Illadelph opens with the proclamation, 
“Coming from a hip-hop standpoint, 
there are no boundaries,” and it is more 
than a homeboy boast; it is the Roots’ 
manifesto. The group covers the state of 
urban America, while the music swings 
from the ethereal “Hypnotic” to the 
rock-opera stylin’ of “Concerto of the 
Desperado.” “Clones” is a funky, percus- 








TaLes OF GLORY 


WHAT DID YOU DOIN THE PSYCHEDELIC WARS, DADDY? ASK 
>» these two grizzled’60s veterans - Jefferson Airplane singer and 
guitarist Paul Kantner and Ray Manzarek, the keyboard player for the 
Doors - and be prepared to, in the words of “Roadhouse Blues,” “Letit 
roll/All night long.” Producer Harvey Kubernik - who specializes in spo- 
ken-word recordings - has done just that, jogging hours of memoryspeak 
out of Kantner and Manzarek, and, in the process, adding some worthy, 
agreeably rambling discourse to the West Coast rock archives. There 
aren’t many mind-blowing revelations on these two-CD sets, but hearing 





everything from the horse’s mouth is peculiarly charming and fascinating. 


Kantner, a San Francisco native, has alottosayon the genesis of the 
hippie Zeitgeist inthe Bay Area. “Drugs were nota huge part of what was 
going on,” he notes at one point. 
“Drugs were just like dessert ata inet 
good meal.” Kantner also has the | 
wisdom not totake himself too 
seriously. With candor, he deflates 
the apocalyptic rhetoric of the Air- 
plane’s agitprop period (“Ihad... 
only hippie optimism and asweetly 
naive idealism” ) and praises the 
gentle genius of Jerry Garcia, who 
shepherded the Airplane’s land- 
mark Surrealistic Pillow album to 
completion in spite of the band’s 
lack of studio discipline. Kantner 
also offers good-humored anec- . 
dotes about Woodstock, Altamont e * * 4 
and Paul McCartney's visit with CH THE CHAOS 
the Airplane in San Francisco A GUIDE THROU 
during April1967. (A ROAD TO PASSION) 

Paul Kantner 


Manzarek plays more tothe 
microphone. Ina booming bari- Monster Sounds Entertainment 


tone, he adds his own theatrical 
relish to the Jim Morrison mythol- 
ogy when he notes that Morrison’s 
funeral wasaclosed-coffinaffair Jf 
(“Jim Morrison was never seen ae 
dead”). Manzarek conjures quite 

Myth 
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RAY MANZAREK 


vivid images of Morrison, be- 
ginning with their friendship as 
UCLA film students. And when 
Manzarek describes his fateful 
sighting of Morrison ona 
Southern California beach - a 
meeting that led to the forming of 
the Doors - he romanticizes 


and Reality 


THE 

SPOKEN 

WORD 
“aS HISTORY 


almost shamelessly: eA 
“The sun is setting into the * ‘* *& > 
Pacific Ocean.... The water is 
listening, and I seethis figure THE DOORS: MYTH AND REALITY 


Ray Manzarek 


Monster Sounds Entertainment 


walking along in the shallows.... 
As he’s kicking up the water, he’s 
making diamonds because of the 
way the light is hitting the water from behind, the sun coming in low and 
hard, and these diamonds are coming out of his feet. ...” 

The real pearls on Myth and Reality relate more to Manzarek’s memo- 
ries of his hip childhood on Chicago’s South Side, where he got an early 
introduction to the blues and learned the boogie-woogie piano style that 
was part ofthe Doors’ eclectic bedrock. He even claims thai as a young 
man, he co-authored a blues tune, “Now Look What You’ve Done,” which 
wound up being recorded by and attributed to Muddy Waters. Now there’s 
a contentious notion: a black man stealing a white guy’s music. 

Manzarek’s own lifts from blues and jazz were applied to a shaman- 
istic style of rock & roll that made him more money than Waters ever 
saw. And if Manzarek is something of a gee-whiz oral historian, rhap- 
sodizing about his first glimpse of Elvis Presley as ifit were a thunder- 
bolt unique to Manzarek’s sensibility, he is also a survivor whose pas- 
sion for the past is utterly infectious. —~MATT DAMSKER 
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sion-driven attack on wack rappers. 
“What They Do,” a sweet, hypnotic cut, 
features background vocals by Tony 
Toni Toné’s Raphael Saadiq. Indeed, the 
Roots are a musical magnet: IIladelph also 
showcases the skills of rappers Q-Tip of 
A Tribe Called Quest, Common Sense, 
Philly’s own Bahamadia and Grammy 
nominee D’Angelo. Jazz luminaries on 
the record include vocalist Cassandra 
Wilson and the saxophonists Steve 
Coleman and David Murray. 

On Illadelph Halflife, the Roots are not 
afraid to take rap to places it’s never been. 
Hip-hop manifested for the new millenni- 
um, the Roots are spontaneous, innovative 
and all the way liv. —KeEvIN POWELL 





THE BEST OF PAUL KELLY 
Paul Kelly 


Warner Archives 


AUL KELLY — A BLACK, MIAMI- 
P born vocalist and songwriter not to 
be confused with the other Paul Kelly, 
from Australia — is dimly remembered 
today for his single “Stealin’ in the Name 
of the Lord,” a fiery, gospelized excoria- 
tion of religious greed and hypocrisy that 
inched into the R&B Top 15 in 1970. 
Kelly never scored another hit of similar 
magnitude, but this judiciously selected 
collection of his early 70s work makes an 
extremely compelling case for his South- 
ern-soul artistry. 

Kelly didn’t help his fortunes by upset- 
ting the nerves of Southern broadcasters 
dependent upon the same radio preachers 
condemned in “Stealin’.” The singer was 
also a man tragically out of step with his 
times: Kelly was kicking up churchy grit 
like “(He Ain’t Nothin’ but) Dirt” and 
‘Td Be Satisfied” during a period — 1972 
to 1977 — when fatback soul was taking a 
commercial back seat to thumping disco. 

On this much-needed compilation, 
Kelly — a sadly neglected artist — is re- 
vealed as a bell-voiced, turbopowered 
soulman with formidable songwriting 
gifts that at their apex could match the 
singular products from Stax Records’ 
redoubtable stable. Even minor hits such 
as “Come Lay Some Lovin’ on Me,” 
“Don’t Burn Me” and ‘Tm Into Some- 
thing I Can’t Shake Loose” are gutsy 
gems. The best material here may be the 
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half-dozen tracks from Hooked, Hogtied 
and Collared, Kelly’s 1974 song cycle 
about the delights of romantic fidelity; 
these songs are as sublimely sexy and as 
fervent as Southern soul gets. So heed 
the recommendation in “Stealin’ in the 
Name of the Lord”: “Step in the line” 
with Paul Kelly. © —CHris Morris 
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GALAXIE 500 
Rykodisc 








ROM 1987 TO 1991, GALAXIE 500 
FB crafted three albums of celestial 
Valium rock. The trio’s reverberating 
guitar lines, sedated vocals and lugubri- 
ous tempos inspired a small legion of dis- 
affected youth to lie down and feel sorry 
for itself in an era when most other bands 
were converting discontent into choleric 
screams and flailing power chords. Un- 
fortunately, Galaxie 500’s records have 
been out of print since the group’s label, 
Rough Trade, folded, in 1991. Galaxie 500 
soon broke up. Singer and guitarist 
Dean Wareham started Luna; bassist 
Naomi Yang and drummer Damon 
Krukowski formed a duo, Damon and 
Naomi, and became the rhythm section 
in Magic Hour. 

Thanks to Krukowski, who bought 
the Galaxie master tapes at a bankrupt- 
cy auction, the band’s melancholy — but 
never morose — music lives again in this 
four-CD box. The set includes the band’s 
three albums supplemented with bonus 
tracks and a fourth CD of rarities and 
previously unreleased material. Fans who 
can muster enough energy to insert the 
discs into a CD-ROM are also treated to 
four videos. Those who can’t afford the 
box can wait until next year when Ryko- 
disc has plans to release the three origi- 
nal LPs individually. 

Listened to chronologically, Galaxie 
500’s records gradually become more 
complex and experimental; the band ac- 
tually sprinkles horns and guitar effects 
over some of the later songs without 
straying from its basic minimalist formula. 
Galaxie 500’s 1987 debut single, “Tug- 
boat,” winds a loping bass line and sin- 
ewy guitar solos around a single chim- 
ing chord; “Tell Me,” from the 1989 
album On Fire, peaks with backward, 
feedback-saturated guitars layered over 


spirit crackling with energy. All this vim 
and vigor — and not a perceptible ounce 
—ELysa GARDNER 


lightly strummed acoustic changes and a 
falsetto vocal that Wareham later recy- 
cled in Luna’s “Slide.” 

Since Galaxie 500’s demise, bands such 
as Low, Bedhead and Red House Painters 
have picked up the slow-core pop torch. 
The re-release of the Galaxie catalog may 
inspire others to do likewise. If nothing 
else, the music in this set proves that in 


rock, power and speed are not always syn- 
—JON WIEDERHORN 
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WILDEST DREAMS 
Tina Turner 
Virgin 





VEN IF SHE IS IN GREAT SHAPE, A 

woman in her late 50s has to be a 
class act to get away with wearing a 
microminiskirt, as Tina Turner does on 
the cover of her latest album. For- 
tunately, Turner's flawless legs are not 
the only assets she’s kept intact. On 


Wildest Dreams, her first collection of 


new material in seven years, Turner’s 
raspy, robust alto and her ability to car- 
ry herself with both dignity and chutzpah 
are as formidable as they were when she 
recorded the incendiary “River Deep, 
Mountain High” three decades ago. 

What has changed, of course, is the 
music behind her. Since her early ’80s 
comeback, Turner has favored increas- 
ingly slick production and tame, synth- 
laden arrangements better suited to Ma- 
riah Carey and Toni Braxton. Never- 
theless, Wildest Dreams is rich in Turner’s 
native grit. “In Your Wildest Dreams,” a 
softly percolating duet with Barry 
White, Turner matches the Maestro of 
Love's steaminess with her own fierce car- 
nality. Turner also sharpens the genial- 
funk tone of “Something Beautiful 
Remains” and “Confidential” with her 
sensuous, urgent delivery. 

None of the material on this album is 
going to make Phil Spector jealous, but 
there are a couple of songs that at least 
provide Turner with a flame worth stok- 
ing rather than forcing her to generate 
all the heat by herself. In “Whatever 
You Want,” one of several tracks pro- 
duced by Trevor Horn, quiet, intense 
verses segue into bright, exhilarating 
choruses. And the hip-hop-laced “All 
Kinds of People” has a lithe, buoyant 








BUTTER 
Butter 08 
Grand Royal 


OU COULD BE FORGIVEN FOR 
Y thinking that Butter is a less-than- 
serious undertaking. For one thing, 
Butter 08 — Yuka Honda and Miho 
Hatori of Cibo Matto on keyboards and 
vocals, respectively; Russell Simins of Jon 
Spencer Blues Explosion on drums; and 
percussionist Rick Lee of Skeleton Key 
and the hot, young graphic artist Mike 
Mills on guitars — are more a conglomer- 
ation of downtown New York scenesters 
than a band. The quintet also revels in 
’70s B-movie and bubblegum-funk 
kitsch. But unlike, say, the Gary Numan 
obsession of the Rentals, there is no 


grand concept behind Butter 08's high 


jinks — just musicians in wigs and sun- 


glasses having fun with thick beats, loud 
guitars and sampling technology. Butter 
rocks with the looseness of a band that 
knows that it probably has no tomorrow 
— and doesn’t really care. 

Butter 08 throw plenty of pop flotsam 
into their churn. “Shut Up” features 
“Theme From S.W.A.T.”-style guitars 
and keyboard trills straight out of Par- 
liament’s “Flash Light,” but the pro- 
cessed vocals and the song’s groove ele- 
vate it above mere ’70s fetishism. 
“Degobrah,” a bludgeoning-guitar hymn 
to the pint-size Jedi master Yoda, is too 
thrashy to be trashy. And when Butter 08 
pile arena-rock riffs on top of Simins’ 
Lower East Side approximation of John 
Bonham in “Butterfucker,” the results 


are thunderous. Slather it on. 


For information, write to Grand Royal 
Records, PO Box 26689, Los Angeles, 
CA 90026. — NATHAN BRACKETT 


RECORDINGS 


Edited by David Fricke 
SCNnIOR CRITICS: 
Lorraine Ali, Anthony DeCurtis, 
Elysa Gardner, Mark Kemp 
and Rob O’Connor 
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Rapper's Delight: Warren Zevon: I'll 


The Best Of Sleep When I'm Dead. 
Sugarhill Gang. An Anthology. 
Feeling Phat? Try the The excitable boy 
only comprehensive was actively involved 
collection of the in creating this 2-CD 
founding fathers of set of his greatest 
rap. Mastered from released and unre- 
the original tapes leased work. Send 
and featuring all the lawyers, guns and a 
funky fresh hits certified check if 
including “Rapper's ordering by mail. 
Delight” and more. 

Just say “Yo.” 





Modern Rock 
1986, 1987, 1988: 
Hang The DJ. 

Music to get your eye- 
brow pierced to. The 
definitive look at the 
birth of the alternative 
nation. Features stars 
like R.E.M, The Red 
Hot Chili Peppers, 
and Jane’s Addiction. 
Includes detailed liner 
notes and rare photos. 


Entire Rhino Catalog on sale at Tower Records October 31 - November 13. ©1996 Rhino Records, Inc. 


Supernatural Fairy Tales: 
The Progressive Rock Era. 

This 5-CD box set gathers prog rock’s 
giants, as well as its gnomes and trolls. 
Flights of fancy from bands such as ELP, 
Yes, Genesis, Roxy Music, and more. 
Includes deluxe booklet and cover art by 
legendary designer Roger Dean. 


TO ORDER SY PHOWE... 
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Funny how much free time costs these days. 


Finally. After working for what seems like forever, you have some time to yourself. To do 
whatever you want. Problem is, doing whatever you want costs more than you want. 


Enter the Chevy™ Cavalier? It can go 100,000 miles before its first scheduled tune-up: 


Best of all, Cavalier fits your budget. Making it truly easy to own. So even though 





' Genuine Chevrolet: yj os 
C ava / 1er The Cars More Americans Trust. => 





Call 1-800-950-2438 or visit www.chevrolet.com Bike rack pictured not included. *Maintenance needs vary with use and driving conditions. ©1996 GM Corp. Buekle up, America! @ 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: keeling. 
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, 
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JOIN THE PARTY! 8 
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METRO SLIM LIGHTS 100'S SLIM LIGHTS OTT 100'S: 10 10mg lars, 0.7 mg. nicotine, PLANET FULL FLAVOR BOX: 15 mg. ;‘tar: 1.0 mg. nicotine, "B” FULL FLAVOR BOX, SEDONA FULL FLAVOR BOX: 
mle mg. star’, 1) ang mag. nicotine, Bs WIDES FILTERS: 17 tg. xtar;' 1.2 mg. nicotine® CITY: FULL FLAVOR BOX 100° S, NORTH STAY STAR FULL FLAVOR BOX, POLITIX FULL FLAVOR BOX. a 7 m9. tar’: il 31mg. 
<7 nicotine acacia MENTHOL FULL FLAVOR BOX: 19 mg. ;'tar’ 1.3 mg. hicotine’a av. per pier by FTC method.,\ 4 
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SKIT HaPPerns 





BY DaVID 


>» like visage, sketch 
comedy is not quite 


dead. Comically comatose might 
be a better diagnosis. The genre’s 
not-so-grande dame, Saturday 
Night Live, has been DOA for 
years — long enough to make us 
miss Joe Piscopo. As lame as 
SNL was last season, Fox 
couldn’t even equal it, despite 
two tries: the all-too-sane Mad 
TV and Roseanne’s misfiring 
Saturday Night Special. Lest we 
forget, Fox was also the network 
that canceled The Ben Stiller Show 
before it won an Emmy. 

Now we have HBO's Mr. Show 
With Bob and David (Fridays at 
midnight on HBO). It’s a twisted 
and often brilliant stream of com- 
ic consciousness from Bob Oden- 
kirk and David Cross. Odenkirk 
and Cross do it the old-fashioned 
way — by actually being funny. 
Mixing live and taped bits, the 
Monty Python-esque Mr. Show is 

itious but never pretentious. 
Indeed, the lively, lovably guerrilla-styled 
Mr. Show may be the last, best hope for a 
sort of functioning, frenetic comedy col- 
lective that seemed to be running out of 
steam long ago. 

“This sort of show is always there for 
anyone to re-create and reignite,” says 
Odenkirk, a veteran of The Ben Stiller Show 
who's also familiar as the smarmy agent 
Stevie on The Larry Sanders Show. “But it 
asks a lot of people, and everybody always 
goes about it the wrong way. They get a 
bunch of writers together who don’t know 
each other and put them with a bunch of 
performers — some stand-ups and some 
actors — and tell them to go make a great 
show. But when a sketch show’s great — 
like Monty Python or Saturday Night Live 
when it was great — it’s not about the form. 

“The whole thing’s about the sensibil- 
ity of the show,” Odenkirk says. “And 
you create a sensibility by working to- 
gether over time and by sharing a vision. 
The show has to have a head.” 

Indeed, Mr. Show gives its viewers good 
head. The half-hour brain trip is loosely 

thematic, with each episode given a 
memorable title such as “The Velveteen 





DESPITE ITS CORPSE- 





{on HBO’s new sketch-comedy series, there’s no business like ‘Mr. Show’ business} 





Touch of a Dandy Fop” or “If You're 
Going to Write a Comedy Scene, 
You’re Going to Have Some Rat Feces 
in There.” Directed with low-budget in- 
ventiveness by Troy Miller, the show 
finds Odenkirk and Cross bouncing 
from character to character with Peter 
Sellers-like skill as they work with a 
strong ensemble cast that includes Tom 
Kenny, Jill Talley, John Ennis and Mary 
Lynn Rajskub. From a memorable muta- 
tion of the Simpson chase with the 
Popemobile to a pointed corporate sat- 
ire of an entity known as Globo-Chem, 
Mr. Show is fast, furious and funny stuff, 
and because it’s on HBO, Cross and 
Odenkirk get to use words like “shit- 
head” and “dumb fuck.” 

Asked to try and define the Mr. Show 
gestalt, the pair turn momentarily quiet. 
‘Td have to say it’s more defined by what 
it’s not — it’s a disdain for the trite, cliché, 
easy — although, shit, sometimes we're 
hypocrites,” says Cross. Odenkirk, who 
has the handsome Midwestern look if 
not the soul of the straight man, 
describes the show as “dipped in irony, 
then left to bake in the sun very briefly.” 


ILLUSTRATION BY JOE CIARDIELLO 


Janeane Garofalo intro- 
- duced Odenkirk and Cross 
just before Cross, who had 
recently moved from Boston 
to Los Angeles, joined the 
cast of The Ben Stiller Show. 
“They would stay up all 
night and giggle like school- 
girls,” she says. “They are a 
great comedy couple — and I 
spell both words with a k.” 
According to Garofalo, an 
occasional sketch guest, “Mr. 
Show is almost art for art’s 
sake, if I can use a phrase like 
that. It’s all just about doing 
good work, not just trying to 
get your own sitcom or a 
three-picture deal.” She de- 
scribes the atmosphere at 
Mr. Show as “unbelievably 
fun.” Even more so than Sat- 
urday Night Live, where she 
had a famously tortured ten- 
ure? “Almost that fun,” Ga- 
rofalo says. 
Odenkirk, too, has been 
around the sketch block: He 
served as a writer and occasional bit 
player at Saturday Night Live from 1987 
to 1991. “SNL is like America’s post 
office of comedy,” he says. “It’s an insti- 
tution, but it’s a sluggish beast. It'll 


deliver a few laughs for sure, but it | 


takes awhile, and you gotta wait on line. 
You don’t really want to go down there, 
but every once in a while, you do. SNL 
has so many responsibilities: It has to 
serve the guest host, it has to serve the 
cast, it has to serve the week’s news 
items. It has all these jobs to do, and 
being funny is not No. 1. It’s weighed 













down by all sorts of things we aren't.” 
For as long as The Ben Stiller Show 
lasted, Odenkirk and Cross found more 
room to stretch on it “When the Stiller 
show ended, I thought I'd never in my life 
get to work with my friends with so 


much freedom,” Odenkirk says. “I defi- 


nitely feel like we've done it, and I didn’t _ 


think we could.” 

Mr. Show springs from a thriving L.A. 
comedy scene that has nothing to do 
with Pauly Shore. That scene includes 
not only Garofalo but also talents like 
Kathy Griffin (Suddenly Susan), Andy 
Dick (NewsRadio) and Dana Gould, all 
of whom appeared at UnCabaret, a 
weekly comedy be-in at West Holly- 
wood’s LunaPark. Odenkirk and Cross 
and their like-minded colleagues are 
doing a remarkable thing — reinventing 
L.A. as more than a place to cash in your 
comic chips. “Not to get sappy about it,” 
says Cross, “but this is a really special 
time out here. All these frustrated peo- 
ple who didn’t have an act that was nec- 
essarily stand-up-club-friendly, yet were 
funny, now have places to go.” 

Odenkirk’s dedication to doing un- 
compromising work has been reinforced 
by being around the Larry Sanders set. 
“Garry Shandling has been an inspira- 
tion in that he’s committed to the spirit 
of that show, not to just furthering him- 
self” Odenkirk says. 

As they further their comic agenda on 
Mr. Show, Odenkirk and Cross confess 
to no nagging, Martin-and-Lewis-like 
tensions. “It’s really not the same as 
being part of some classical comedy 
team,” says Odenkirk. “We’re not Fatty 
and Skinny, or Handsome and Nerdy. 
We're both nerdy.” © 


CHanneLSURFING 


SIGHTINGS Sci-Fi Channel, Fridays, 8 p.m. This trashy “paranormal 
investigative” series - dumped long ago by Fox - re-emerges on cable. 


The strangest sighting of all comes in the credits, where Henry “the 
Fonz” Winkler shows up as an executive producer. 

MURDER ONE ABC, Thursdays, 9 p.m. The bald truth is that ABC has 
replaced cue-ball defense attorney Daniel Benzali with Anthony La- 
Paglia, a fine actor with one hell ofa hairline. You may never know it 
because the show is on opposite Seinfeld and Suddenly Susan, but 
Murder One remains a gripping legal drama that’s guilty only of hav- 


ing a lousy time slot. 
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REMY MARTIN 


100% fine champagne cognac from the heart of the 


most celebrated growing region in France. 





To learn more about cognac and the world 
of Rémy Martin, call I-800-678-REMY ‘for our 
10-minute video. Complimentary, 


while supplies last; offer expires 5-31-97. 
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TRAVERS 


JUST TWO KIDSIN Love 


Romeo leads the thug life, Juliet packs a semiautomatic, and the Bard gets a taste of ‘Pulp Fiction’ —it's pure calculation, and it york | 


William Shakespeare’s 
Romeo and Juliet 


Reonardo DiCaprio 
and Claire Danes 


DIRECTED BI 
Baz Luhrmann 


20TH CENTURY FOX 


LEONARDO DICAPRIO IS 21, CLAIRE 
Danes is I7, and, yes, class, they do get 
| naked in William Shakespeares Romeo and 
Juliet. You almost laugh watching them put a hip, 
hotblooded spin on the Bard’s star-crossed lovers. No 
dis intended. The laughter comes from delight and 
awe at how well DiCaprio and Danes pull off the 
trick. These babes from the TV woods — he started 
in Growing Pains; she emerged in My So-Called Life — 
fill their classic roles with vital passion, speak the 
Elizabethan verse with unforced grace, find the spir- 
ited comedy of the play without losing its tragic fer- 
vor and keep their balance when the audacious Aus- 
tralian director Baz Luhrmann (Strictly Ballroom) 
hurls them into a whirlwind of hardball action, row- 
dy humor and rapturous romance. 

It’s a good thing that Shakespeare gets his name 
in the title, or you might mistake the opening scenes 
for Quentin Tarantino’s Romeo and Juliet. No dia- 
logue, just gunshots, as two gang families — the Mon- 
tagues and the Capulets (each has its name in lights 
on the roof of a high-rise) — go to war. Welcome to 
mythical Verona Beach, where the gangs fire on each 
other, and soldiers in choppers fire on them. Shot in 
Mexico in a style that might be called retrofuturis- 
tic, since it encompasses castles and armor, as well as 
bulletproof vests and boomboxes, the film reworks 
Shakespeare in a frenzy of jump cuts that makes 
most rock videos look like MTV on Midol. 

Juliet’s papa Capulet is robustly played by Paul 
Sorvino as a John Gotti-like godfather. Her mother, 
Gloria (Diane Venora), is a Southern belle out to 
marry off her daughter to Paris (Paul Rudd, from 
Clueless), a wealthy square who comes dressed as an 
astronaut to a costume ball. Juliet’s bawdy nurse is 
played by the British actress Miriam Margolyes with 
a broad Hispanic accent (she calls her mistress 
Wholiette). The excellent John Leguizamo is Juliet’s 
cousin Tybalt, a volatile Latino who's in a gang that 
likes to dude up and then accessorize with pearl-han- 
dle guns and silver boot heels. Romeo’s clan is led by 
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winning movie (West Side 
Story), and as a 1987 Abel Fer- 
rara gang film (China Gil). But 
all those productions threw 
out Shakespeare’s language. 
Luhrmann and his Aussie co- 
writer, Craig Pearce, stick with 
the Bard’s funny way of talk- 
ing, lambic pentameter in this 
pulp context may throw you at 
first, but hang on. 

Director Franco Zeffirelli 
stuck to the language and the 
period in his 1968 film Romeo 
and Juliet but livened things up 
by casting young leads — Oliv- 
ia Hussey, 15, and Leonard 
Whiting, 17 — and showcasing 
enough codpieces and cleavage 
to have censors crying kiddie 
porn. The film was a smash, 
though Zeffirelli cut the text 
severely to make up for the in- 
adequacies of his otherwise-ap- 
pealing actors. 

Luhrmann cuts the text as 
well, though not as damaging- 
ly. His point is not to distract 
you from the words, as Zef- 
firelli did, but to lead you to 


able: Juliet is interested, but for now, Ro- 
meo should keep his dick in his pants. 
For all the tumult that Luhrmann stirs 
up in the film, he shoots the scenes be- 
tween the two lovers with elegant simplic- 
ity. When Romeo first sees Juliet at the 
costume ball, his “bright angel” is wearing 
wings. He is dressed in a knight's shining 
armor. These children of enemies steal 
looks at each other on opposite sides of a 
fish tank and later steal a kiss. Says Romeo, 
“Oh, trespass sweetly urged.” The actors 
don’t rush past the language to get to the 
sex, as Zeffirelli had Whiting and Hussey 
do. DiCaprio and Danes make the bandy- 
ing of words a sly, erotic game. Shake- 
speare has never been this sexy onscreen. 
Without the right actors, puppy love 
could never become the grand passion that 
tragedy requires after Romeo and Juliet 


are secretly married by Father Laurence (a | } 
splendid Pete Postlethwaite) in defiance of | 
their families. DiCaprio delivers the line “I 


am fortune’s fool” with wrenching power | 


as violence seals his fate. Luhrmann goes 
hog wild for the climactic double suicide 
on a flower-strewn altar lit by 2,000 can- 
dles, with Romeo swallowing a lethal drug 
picked up from a seedy dealer (M. Emmet 
Walsh) and Juliet holding a semiauto- 


Don’t let the violence or Shakespearean verse throw you — DiCaprio and Danes cut to the pear 
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TOP: DICAPRIO’S DESPERATE ROMEO TAKES A HOSTAGE. 
MIDDLE: DANES’ JULIET PINES FOR HER LOVE. BOTTOM: THE 
BRIGHT ANGEL MEETS HER KNIGHT AT A COSTUME BALL. 


Dad (Brian Dennehy) and Mom (Chris- 
tina Pickles) Montague. Their gang favors 
shorts and Hawaiian shirts, though Ro- 
meo’s best bud, Mercutio (Harold Per- 
rineau, from Smoke), is a black cross- 
dresser whose murder by Tybalt sparks 
Romeo to take lethal vengeance. 

If your head isn’t spinning yet, it will. 
The rabid flamboyance of Luhrmann’s 
vision, remarkably accented by Kym Bar- 
rett’s costumes and Catherine Martin’s 
production design, is meant to make Ro- 
meo and Juliet accessible to the elusive 
Gen X audience without leaving the play 
bowdlerized and broken. Luhrmann, 
known as a wizard in his native Oz, where 
he stages plays and operas, relishes 
knocking cobwebs off classics. 

Of course, messing with Romeo and 
Juliet is nothing new. It’s been made over as 
a ballet, as a Broadway musical and Oscar- 
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them. And in DiCaprio and 
=} Danes, who give magnetic per- 
formances, he has found two 
actors with the youth to play 
the roles and the talent to do 
them justice. They speak the 
verse so naturally that the 
meaning registers. 

DiCaprio is dynamite in a 
role that builds on the rare 
same. talent he showed in This Boys 
mee Life, Whats Eating Gilbert 
Grape? and The Basketball 
| Diaries. As Romeo, he doesn’t 
round his vowels (tonight be- 
comes tanight) or enunciate in 
dulcet tones, but when he 
speaks, you believe him. 
Whether Romeo is lovesick (“Did my 
heart love till now?”), violent (“Tempt 
not a desperate man”) or drugged (“A 
dateless bargain to engrossing death”), 
DiCaprio lets the Bard’s words flow with 
an ardor that you can’t buy in acting 
class. As his co-star Leguizamo has said in 
jest: “It came so easy to that little, blond, 
happy, golden-boy motherfucker.” 

Danes, with poise beyond her years, as 
My So-Called Life made clear, is DiCaprio’s 
equal. Juliet can be played as a ninny, a role 
Danes has been saddled with in other films 
(Little Women, How to Make an American 
Quilt). She wisely chooses to emphasize Ju- 


liet’s melting loveliness and bristling wit. 


2 ie 


_ When the lusty Romeo, on their first date, 
_ complains of being left unsatisfied with 
_ only a kiss, Juliet turns on him. “What sat- 
_ isfaction canst thou have tonight?” she 
_ asks. The fire in Danes’ eyes is unmistak- 


matic to her head. Amid the clamor from 


outraged purists and Shakespeare spin- | 


ning in his Stratford-on-Avon, England, 
grave, you should notice that Luhrmann 
and his two bright angels have shaken up 
a 400-year-old play without losing its 


touching, poetic innocence. 


‘THe CHaMBeR’: 
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TWELFTH NIGHT 


F YOU LIKE YOUR SHAKESPEARE 

straight up, try this comedy of mis- 
taken identity. The verse is well-spoken by 
an English cast under the direction o 
Trevor Nunn, who formerly ran the Royal 
| Shakespeare Company. But be warned. 
For an antic farce about a shipwrecked 
girl, Viola (Imogen Stubbs), who disguises 
| herself as a boy, Cesario, and falls in love 
with a duke, Orsino (Toby Stephens), who 
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STUBBS, IN DRAG, DECEIVES STEPHENS. 


loves a countess, Olivia (Helena Bonham 
Carter), who loves Cesario, not knowing 
that he is a she, Twelfth Night is surptis- 
ingly stodgy stuff. Bonham Carter and 
Stubbs, who looks fetching in a mustache, 
find raffish fun in the gender bending, and 
Stephens, the son of Maggie Smith, has 
real star shine. But Nunn’s cautious ap- 
proach leaves such fine actors as Ben 
Kingsley and Nigel Hawthorne straining 
for laughs. Baz Luhrmann’s Romeo and 
Juliet may go too far in adapting the Bard 
for film. But Nunn’s error with this com- 
| edy is worse: He keeps the lid on. 





JOHN GRISHAaHV’s 


FIRST SCRe€CNnSTRIKCOUT 


= THE BEST SELLERS OF JOHN GRISHAM, THE 
P ' Mississippi lawyer turned writer, automati- 
cally become blockbuster movies. Add’em up: The 
Firm, The Pelican Brief, The Client, A Time to Kill. 
My guess is that The Chamber, based on Grisham’s 
1994 novel about a racist killer on death row, is go- 
ing down as the runt of the litter. For starters, Dead 
Man Walking did it better. It’s not that the actors in 
The Chamberdon’t try. Hell, they act so much, you 
want to duck. Chris O’Donnell (right), in Tom 
Cruise “I want the truth!” mode, is particularly 
screechy as Adam Hall, the rookie lawyer out to 
save his KKK granddaddy, Sam (Gene Hackman, 
above), from the gas chamber. Sam’s bombing of a 
Jewish civil-rights leader’s office in 1967 killed the 
leader’s two kids. Sam’s a mean bastard, or at least 
he is until his aleoholic daughter, Lee (Faye Dun- 
away in overdrive), and Adam get the old boy blub- 
bering about being raised on hate and not being able 








to show his feelings. Shame on the great Hackman for stooping tothe 
group-hug crap. This movie is just the ticket for those who unfairly buy 
the rap on Grisham asa hack with a knack for fatheaded, formulaic 
conspiracy thrillers. The book dug into the condemned man’s psyche, 
life on death row and the barbaric history ofthe gas chamber. The film, 
too slickly directed by James Foley, dodges knotty issues in favor of trot- 
ting out family-skeleton clichés that play like warmed-over Faulkner. 
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ere NV ORNAL LIFE 


| »™ SHLEY JUDD jects eee ee 
| © ning. Her hot, sexy and violently unr 
| wabne seceandter in John McNaugh- 
E | ton’s Normal Life is a high-wire act that 
Ba | would win her a stack of awards if this in- 
die film had any chance of a run before 
being shipped off to video. Judd plays 
| Pam, a factory worker, astronomy bu 
and new bride to Chris Anderson (Luke 
Perry), a rookie cop who puts this comet 
in a pumpkin shell — meaning a tacky row 
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7g GRETCHEN MOL MOURNS VINCENT GALLO. 
house in a flat Chicago suburb — and then 


Edwards The Life 


ii) : tries to catch the pieces as her fragile, delu- 
and Dec i} THE FUN ERAL sional head explodes. It’s heaven in ee 
a fat. » BEL FERRARA CONTINUES TO | Chris with this carnal wildcat, but er 

t) f CAL make dark, brutal, punishing movies mental illness reduces everything else in 
| that piss people off. Obviously, the direc- | their normal life to scorched earth. 
) rue tor of Bad Lieutenant and King of New York Pam is a borderline personality, and 
Nees YI] is doing something right. The Funeral isn’t | when she crosses that line, she takes poor 
GETS. HI$ ys | | up to those twin Ferrara peaks, but this De- | love-besotted Chris with her. He loses his 
IRISH IP a= Ye .*§ it) yy pression-era crime drama, with a script by | badge and starts robbing banks to bring 
= : . Nicholas St. John, has some of the same | home money. She doesn't want cash; she 


— ooo 
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jangling tension. When racketeer Johnny | wants to rob banks with him. He's careful; 
Tempio (Vincent Gallo) is shot down after | she isn’t. Guns go off; people get killed. It's — 





: seeing Hump Bogart in 
'F ) Petrified Forest at a movie house, to the Mall. Screen- : 
writers Peg Haller — 
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his family joins his fiancee, Helen 
(Gretchen Mol), to mourn at the 
coffin. Johnny's two brothers, Ray 
(Christopher Walken) and Chez 
(Chris Penn), search for the killer. 
A rival hood, Gaspare (a superb 
Benicio Del Toro), is the obvious 

suspect in a film that works hard 

| 

| 





and Bob Schneider | 
based their scripton | 
a real story. But Mc- 
Naughton, who di- 
rected the notori- 
ous cult item Henry: 
Portrait of a Serial 
Killer, wants to 
probe the patholo- 
gy of the relation- 
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OO 


to dodge the obvious. 


Ferrara is less interested in who 





CHRIS O’DC done it than why they done it. 
Flashbacks reveal the three Tem- ship. The conflict 
; pio brothers, raised in savagery by between the docu- 
CHAMBER’ CLAIRE DANES SEARCHES FOR a sadistic father, in emotional con- drama and the psy- | 





flict. Johnny wanted out of the yap HOUSEWIFE JUDD chological study 
crime game to pursue leftist poli- sometimes throws 
tics. Ray, married to the canny Jeanette | the film out of whack, but the two stars 
(Annabella Sciorra), hides his anger. Chez, | keep you riveted. Perry plays Chris with a 
married to the fearful Clara (Isabella Ros- | dazed tenderness that suggests there is life 
sellini), can’t control his. In a film of strong | beyond 90270. Judd hasn’t had this juicy a 
performances, Penn’s is the standout. He | role since her 1993 debut, in Ruby in Para- 
finds the madness in Chez that is the key | dise. Her energy blasts through the script’s 


ROMEO. A TRIBE CALLED QUEST HIP-HOPS 
TO THE TOP. IRISH ACTOR LIAM NEESON 
to Ferrara’s tale of blood ties that choke | familiar territory and makes Normal Life 


PLAYS IRISH REVOLUTIONARY MICHAEL 
| off compassion and hope. compulsively watchable. @ | 
COLLINS. PLUS: ANTHONY EDWARDS, _ | = 
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MINNIE DRIVER, STEVE BUSCEMI, FAYE 
DUNAWAY AND THE DREAM HOME THEATER. 
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WHEN WE WERE KINGS offers a stunning look at the 1974 Muhammad 
| Ali/George Foreman fight in Zaire. This “rumble in the jungle” marked a 
| watershed moment in black culture, and filmmakers 
Leon Gast and Taylor Hackford augment the long- 
unseen footage by interviewing the lively likes of Nor- 
man Mailer and Spike Lee. This is the best documen- 
tary of the year, and the limited opening to qualify for 
an Oscar will be followed by a wide release in January. 
TREES LOUNGEiIs an auspicious directing and writing 
debut for Steve Buscemi, the actor (Reservoir Dogs) 
with the bug eyes and the huge talent. Buscemi hasa 
eareer-defining role as Tommy, a barfly from Long 
Island, in New York, who loses his job, drives an ice- 
cream truck, screws around with a slippery 17-year- 
old (a terrific Chloe Sevigny from Kids) and sharpens his wit among 
boozers to dull his pain. Buscemi crafts a tantalizing character study that 
swings from hilarious to harrowing without losing its agile footing. 
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KING 


[Cont. from 81| no. You raise the stakes.” 

The Larry King Show debuted in January 
of 1978 on 28 radio stations across the 
country. The program aired live week- 
nights from midnight until 5:30 am. The 
late hour promoted a kind of easy infor- 
mality. This was not Meet the Press; it was 
friends talking away the night. By the 
fourth year, Larry's show was being carried 
on more than 250 stations across America. 

When his guest left at 3 a.m., Larry 
took calls on any subject. For many, Lar- 
ty’s voice was a comfort in the dark. It 
told them they were not alone, that other 
people lie awake in the night. 

It sometimes seemed that the whole 
world was tuned in. One night, I was 
awake in bed in Illinois, listening to Larry 
interview Jimmy Piersall, the former 
baseball player. Piersall was talking 
about some of the men he knew in base- 
ball who had since disappeared. “One 
guy everyone loved but no one hears 
from is Pete Burnside,” said Piersall. 
“Where the hell is Pete?” 

Burnside, it so happened, had been my 
high school homeroom teacher. As I was 
mulling this over, Larry took a call from 
New York. “I know where Burnside is,” 
said a familiar voice. “He’s my brother's 
teacher.” The next day, when I came down 
for breakfast, my mom was on the phone 
with my brother, who was then a junior at 
New York University. “Here’s what I 
think,” she was saying. “Spend more time 
studying, less time on the radio.” 

“That show was the best,” says Alan 
Simpson, a Republican senator from 
Wyoming and a frequent guest on Larry 
King Live. “I know Larry from years back. 
He’s friends with a friend of mine from 
Cheyenne — Herb Cohen. Herbie intro- 
duced me to Larry, and I started doing the 
all-night radio thing. We'd spend hours 
taking calls from Broken Phone, Neb., 
and Elktoon, Tenn. And it was fun. Right 
then, I knew Larry had the secret; he was 
great at something because he was having 
a great time.” 

In 1985, Cable News Network called 
with the offer of a prime-time show. Ted 
Turner, CNN’s founder, knew Larry’s 
work and was impressed with his “sense 
of curiosity and the ability to put people 
at ease.” Back then, the idea of a radio 
host on TV might have seemed silly, but 
so did an all-news network. Bringing 
Larry aboard turned out to be a stroke 
of genius. Here was something so old — 
call-in radio — that it was new. From 
Week 1, when Larry interviewed Mario 
Cuomo and George Will, the show 
offered guests and viewers something 
long absent from network shows such as 
ABC News Nightline — time. Where most 
interviewers use carefully crafted ques- 
tions, Larry relies on his innate sense of 
human nature. He knows that if you give 


people time — to talk, to explain, to dis- 
semble, to clown, to fuck up — their true 
nature will eventually shine through. 
“The radio taught me to listen,” he says. 

“His style is not the same as that of 
other good interviewers, but it works 
for him because it is him,” says NBC’s 
Bob Costas. 

Between my sophomore and junior 
years in college, I worked for Larry at 
CNN in Washington. This was the late 
’80s; I was wearing suspenders almost all 
the time. On my first day, I went out to 
lunch, had several drinks and came back 
an hour late, dead drunk. I thought this 
was what people with office jobs did. I 
was told by the producer that I was 
wrong — very, very wrong. 

These were the early days, when Larry 
still had a healthy diet of cranks as guests. 
It was a wonderful place to work. One 
night, Larry had on an 8-year-old boy 
who had been expelled from school for 
preaching at recess. The kid sat quietly as 
Larry interviewed his father: “Is this 
something the boy learned at home?” 

“C’mon,” Larry finally told the kid. 
“Let’s hear it.” 

The kid opened his mouth, and out 
came an ear-rattling denunciation of 
man. Seeing this, I began to laugh. Seeing 
me seeing this, Larry began to laugh, too. 
He laughed so hard he had to turn his 
chair around and look at the wall, which 
left the kid on camera. After the show, 
the producer made me swear up and 
down that I was not drunk. I was also 
there the night a woman phoned in and 
told Garry Shandling that she had driven 
an hour to see him perform, only to hear 
again all the jokes she had already heard 
him do on The Tonight Show. When we 
went to a commercial, Shandling said, 
“Ma'am, are you still there?” 

“Yes, I am, Garry,” came the reply. 

“Fuck you, ma’am. You ever hear that 
on The Tonight Show?” 

That summer I got a good sense of 
how Larry works. He arrives at CNN 
each night just before show time, eats 
Chinese food — chicken with cashews — 
straight from the carton, drinks seltzer 
and clowns with the staff. As he enters 
the studio, an intern hands him a card 
full of notes on the upcoming guest. 
Larry almost never looks at this card. He 
refuses to prepare — a refusal he has fash- 
ioned into a broadcasting philosophy, a 
kind of Brooklyn Zen. If a host knows 
too much — the plot of a movie, the point 
of a book — he will inevitably ask the 
kind of insider questions that will bore 
most listeners. “Also, I don’t like asking 
questions I already know the answers to,” 
he explains. “If I come in cold, I learn 
right along with the viewer, so I wind up 
asking the kind of things the viewer 
would ask.” 


DURING THE LAST DECADE, LARRY HAS 
helped CNN grow, and the growth of 
CNN has played out through Larry. In 
1990, Larry King was a well- [ Cont. on 1330] 
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On November 5, Florida Voters Have a Chance to Save 
One of This Nations National Treasures- The Everglades. 


Every day, 3 to 5 acres of precious wetlands are lost forever because of pollution 
that is literally choking the Everglades to death. That is why the Save Our Everglades 
Committee is fighting to make sure a a 

that Florida’s Sugar Industry, which , 

isresponsible forthe a 

pollution, paysto @ < 

help restore what “ey 

they have destroyed over ° 

the past 30 years. 
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a ~ What can you do to help? 
Start by calling -888-EVERGLADES for more information. Call now. 


You con help the concerned citizens of Florida Save Our Everglades. 
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Paid political advertisement by Save Our Everglades Committee. Contributions to Save Our Everglades Committee ore not tax deductible 
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This underwater mission is possible only with windows’ 95. 


www.microsoft.com/games/deadlytide/ 


©1996 Microsoft Corporation. All rights reserved. Microsoft, Windows and Where do you want to go today? sre registered trademarks and Deadly Tide is a trademark of Microsoft Corporation. 
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WHOEVER CAME UP WITH 
the phrase “surfing the In- 
ternet” was either a cock- 


eyed optimist or just plain dense. If you 
have ever tried sampling the sophisti- 
cated sights and sounds available on 
the World Wide Web, you know the 
process is more like swimming through 
mayonnaise than skimming swiftly on 
the crest of a wave. Even with a “fast” 
28.8-Kbps modem, it’s a plod. 

What you want is more bandwidth — 
a high-capacity connection that will 
pump multimedia data to you at the kind 
of speed that we expect from computers 
in the first place. Happily, one high-speed 
alternative, ISDN, is available right now 
for those who can afford a hit to the wal- 
let and overcome some technical hurdles. 

ISDN is an all-digital connection that 
delivers speeds up to five times faster than 
a standard phone line and 28.8-Kbps 
modem. What’s more, with the right 
equipment, you can also hook up a voice 
phone or fax machine to an ISDN line. 

It sounds great, but getting ISDN 
service isn’t as simple as ordering a new 
phone line. The first problem is availabil- 
ity. Most large metropolitan-area phone 
companies now offer ISDN service, but 
if you live in the boonies, you could be 
out of luck. And even if your region is 
ISDIN-teady, you may not be. You have 
to be located no more than 18,000 feet 
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(about 3.5 miles) from a phone-company 
switching office to get ISDN service. 
Some phone companies can patch you 
through from a greater distance with 
something called virtual ISDN, but 
you'll pay extra for the privilege. And 
cost is not a trivial consideration. 
According to Pat Gelsinger, vice pres- 
ident of the Internet and Communi- 
cations group at Intel, phone compa- 
nies’ rates for ISDN service vary wildly: 


“New Mexico was just mandated by | 
_ very features of the Web that cry out for 


their public-utiliry commission to have 
flat-rate charges at about $30 a month 


for unlimited local usage. But if you’re a 


U S West ISDN customer and use | 


100 hours a month, which is not impos- 
sible if you’re a serious surfer, you could 
get a bill in the $500 range. On installa- 
tion charges, I’ve seen anywhere from 
free up to $800. It’s all over the map.” 
Wherever you live, add an additional 
$300 to $400 for an ISDN “modem” (it’s 


but the term has become commonplace). 


And be prepared for multiple calls to the | 


technical-support staff as you tiptoe 


through a minefield of tech specs to get — 


your ISDN connection up and running, 

Is it worth it? Despite the hurdles, 
ISDN’s advantages over regular tele- 
phone service — the opportunity to hear 
excellent audio over the Web, experiment 
with live video hookups and, especially, 


| Gettin Up to speed on the Web with SON} 


just have pages appear onscreen at a de- 
cent clip — certainly justify putting up 
with a few hassles. The bottom-line ques- 
tion, though, is the bottom line — how 
much is your phone company going to 
charge for installation and ongoing ser- 
vice? You'll find region-by-region an- 
swers, plus a primer on ISDN courtesy of 
Microsoft, at its Web site (http://wnw 
.microsoft.com/windows/getisdn/). 

If you’re prepared to wait awhile 
(awhile being a loosely defined interval 
that’s longer than a few months and 
shorter than a decade), you may have 
other choices that are even faster than 
ISDN. We keep hearing about con- 
necting to the Net via cable-TV lines or 
snatching data from direct-broadcast 
satellites, but these high-speed connec- 
tions are following distinctly low-speed 
development curves. 

In September, Time Warner 
launched Road Runner, a 400-house- 
hold test in Akron, Ohio, that connects 
users to the Internet via cable. Despite 
the massive bandwidth of coaxial cable 
compared with telephone lines (more 
than 800 times faster than traditional 
copper phone wires), Time Warner and 
other cable operators are moving slowly 
into the Internet-service business. 

On the satellite side, Hughes Net- 
work Systems is offering DirecPC, 
which delivers data at 400 Kbps via a 
21-inch dish. This system is not bidirec- 
tional; your outgoing data must still 
travel over a phone line. But the real 
drawback is cost, which begins with 
roughly $700 for equipment. Then, 
metered per-megabyte charges make the 


high-speed access, such as sound and 
video, prohibitively expensive to use. 
The best answer may come from the 
phone companies after all, in the form of 
ADSL (for asymmetric digital subscriber 
line). By carrying three separate frequen- 
cy channels over standard copper tele- 


_ phone wiring, ADSL can accommodate 


blinding speeds — at least in one direction. 


ADSL maintains a modest connection 


not really a modem in the technical sense, _ 


from your computer to the Internet but 
pumps data from the Net to you about 
10 times faster than ISDN. The first field 
trials began this spring, but ADSL is still 
at least a year away from commercial dis- 
tribution. Still, given ADSL’s potential 
and the current availability of ISDN, it 
looks like the folks with a monopoly on 
high-speed Internet access may be old 
hands at the monopoly game — your 


_ friendly local phone company. 8 
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THE TRICK TO MAKING ISDN WORK IS 
matching the particular flavor of ISDN 
service your provider dishes up with the 
right ISDN modem. You'll want to get - 
equipment recommendations from your 
service provider or choose a provider 
based on recommendations from a mo- 
dem manufacturer. Either approach will 
get you a better match than just grab- 
bing a box off the computer-store shelf, 
picking an ISDN Internet service pro- 
vider from a phone-company list and 
then hoping for the best. 

The following ISDN modems are all 
highly rated and fall into roughly the 
same price range. They all have built-in 
analog ports, too, meaning you can plug 
in a standard phone or fax machine to 
use over your ISDN line. Two are exter- 
nal boxes that connect to the serial port 
on the back of your computer. The 
other two are internal expansion cards, 
but if you’re techie enough to want 
ISDN, you should have the cojones to 
open the computer and install a card. 


DIAMOND SUPRA NETCOM- 
MANDER ISDN ($300, top left). 
Internal modem for PCs. For more in- 
formation: 800-468-5846 or http:// 


www.diamondmm.com. 





FARALLON COMMUNICATIONS 
NETOPIAISDN MODEM ($400, 
above). External modem for PCs and 
Macs. For more information: 800-995- 
7761 or http://yww.farallon.com. 





MOTOROLA BITSURFR PRO ($400, 


above). External modem for PCs and 


Macs. For more information: 800-426- 
6336 or Attp://nww.mot.com. 

U.S. ROBOTICS SPORTSTERISDN 
128K ($330, bottom left). Internal 
modem for PCs. For more information: 
800-342-5877 or http://www.usr.com. 
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[ Cont. from 127] known Brooklyn eccen- 
tric, a radio legend with a cult following. 
But in 1991, when the gulf war became the 
first battle ever covered live on television, 
Larry became the color commentator of 
the most lopsided fight in heavyweight his- 
tory. As CNN was then (and is now) the 
only truly global network, Larry was bring- 
ing ringside analysis to people around the 
world. Saddam Hussein was said to watch 
the program each night in his bunker. 

Then the 1992 presidential election got 
under way. In the spring, Ross Perot made 
his political debut on Larry King Live, clear- 
ing the way for appearances by Bill Clin- 
ton and President Bush. So now Larry had 
an even bigger role - MC of the demo- 
cratic process. In 1992 there was even talk 
of Larry King revolutionizing the Amer- 
ican system. The oligarchy was falling; 
Larry was taking the calls. “A sitting pres- 
ident had never come on a show like ours 
and faced the phones,” says Larry. “And 
the show became the place to be.” 

Some journalists hated Larry for this. 
All over the papers, commentators said 
King was mucking up the process. Some 
reporters think the news, like every other 
story, must be given a narrative; that 
events in pure form are not safe for pub- 
lic consumption; that like cocaine, they 
must first be cut and packaged. Such crit- 
ics thought Larry too soft for this role, 
that salesmen like Clinton and Perot went 
on his show not for the access it gave them 
to the American people but because King 
threw softballs. His simple, straightfor- 
ward questions now seemed less charming 
than insidious — a free pass given to just 
those who needed to be challenged. 

But these critics just don’t get it. Larry’s 
not a soft touch; he’s the Good Cop! And 
everyone knows the Good Cop gets the 
confession in the end. And when the nice 
way isn’t working? Well, then the pro- 
ducer unleashes an angry, home-all-day 
caller to ask the hard question — “Just how 
did the fingerprints get on the damn file?” 
— and in steps Larry to restrain his “part- 
ner.” “The caller was a bit over the top,” he 
might say. “But, really, what did happen?” 

Where Ted Koppel is a kind of pros- 
ecutor, Larry is everyone’s best friend, 
the ultimate enabler. If he is sitting 
across from a comedian, then he’s Dean 
Martin, the best straight man in the 
world, setting up jokes, stepping over 
lines. If he’s across from a jerk, then 
Larry’s a prop, a punching bag, a bit. If 
the guest is a lunatic, then Larry is also a 
lunatic. [f it’s a politician, then Larry is a 
stern Washington insider. And if it’s a 
populist politician, well, then Larry is the 
American People, the Prairie, the heart- 
land, the deep-down decent type. 

“When this thing took off, we got a lot 
of press, and it’s true — much of it was 
negative,” says Larry, frowning. “People 
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said I didn’t ask tough questions. Why 
don’t I badger people? Well, it’s just not 
me. Besides, I don’t think it works. If you 
listen to the answers instead of the ques- 
tions, you'll see what I mean. For exam- 
ple, let’s say I have O.J. Simpson as a 
guest. What is it I really want to know? 
What exactly happened that night. And 
what’s the worst way to find out? To 
start off saying, ‘Look, killer, I’m sick of 
your lies. Give it to me straight.’ And it’s 
just not my way. My way is to talk. No 
matter what happens, this person is my 
guest, and thar still means something.” 


LA COSTA. LARRY HAS FINISHED DIN- 
ner and is walking back to his room. He 
follows a road through the trees. The 
hills rise around him. “It’s beautiful up 
here,” he says. “Everything is clear.” 
Larry has gotten better-looking with 
age, no doubt about it. As a young man, 
he was a bucktoothed troublemaker. 
Over the years, his face has thinned, his 
forehead taken on the high, furrowed 
look of a CEO. On the air he always 
wears suspenders, sometimes floral sus- 
penders over a purple shirt. That’s when 
I think, “What is he, crazy?” 

Other times, when Larry is conserva- 
tively dressed — dark suspenders over a 
blue shirt, say — he looks less like a media 
bigwig than a veteran bartender, a guy fill- 
ing in at his father’s bar. This look serves 
him well. People unburden themselves to 
Larry as they would to only a bartender 
late at night, just before last call. How else 
to explain Ross Perot’s decision to run for 
president? That is surely the kind of an- 
nouncement made by drunks all over the 
capital in the moments before closing. 

Off the air, Larry — like many of the 
Brooklynites of his generation — prefers 
comfortable clothes. On Sunday they 
walk around like Mafia dons, in brightly 
colored sweat suits. At night, they go to 
dinner in shiny Hawaiian-type shirts dec- 
orated with fish or race cars, or flowers. 
Just now, Larry’s wearing sweat pants, 
sweat jacket, gold chain. “I have a won- 
derful time up here,” he says. “Still, I miss 
the action, all the history.” For Larry, his- 
tory is what happens to his friends. 

Since he was a kid, Larry has been 
making his way there, to the center of 
things, the great, pumping heart of de- 
mocracy. And now that he’s there, what 
has he found? “You won't believe it,” he 
says. “But it’s the same schmucks I knew 
in Brooklyn — same kind of guys, only 
now they’re running the world. And 
here’s the trick: Don’t let on. Make like 
you know what you're doing and have as 
much fun as you can as long as you can. 
That’s what I’m doing.” 

Larry walks to his door, opens it, 
pauses, then says, “If anything should 
happen to me, if, God forbid, I wind up 
in some hospital on life support, here is 
what you do: Keep me plugged in! I 
don’t believe in anything after this, so I 
want to get as much of this as I can. For 


God’s sake, don’t touch that switch.” e 


RUSSIA 


[ Cont. from 97]. Hong Kong tea biscuits. 
And when the train made its brief stops, 
I could go to the market stalls that lined 
the station platforms and buy fresh 
bread, homemade pickles, smoked fish 
and — even in Ust’-Urluk, on the fron- 
tier of Outer Mongolia — Pepsi. 

Whether everyone’s better off in Rus- 
sia these days, I still don’t know. But the 
people in the market stalls certainly were. 
In 1990, Cato Institute, the libertarian 
think tank, reported on this same rail trip, 
saying: “At isolated rural stops, peasants 
burst onto trains to buy oranges, apples 
and milk from a train staff eager to pock- 
et additional rubles for this service.” Now 
the bursting is in the opposite direction. 

The stops came every few hours at lit- 
tle cities that appeared without preamble 
in the wilderness. They are wonderful 
places to mention in conversation. “Last 
summer when I was in Ulan-Ude ... 
Mogocha .. . Birobidzan .. . Khabarovsk 
...” And if anybody sniffs, “Never been 
there,” I have an answer. The town of 
Never is in the Amur district, between 
Skovorodino and Magdagachi. “Never. 
Been there.” 

All these are ugly little cities, actually, 
with immense factories where the sub- 
urbs should be and everybody living 
where you'd expect the stores and offices 
to be located. So devoted to standard- 
ization and social order were the Soviets 
that high-rise concrete worker housing 
was built even in Siberia, with nothing 
but land in every direction. The cities of 
the Russian east are the only places on 
earth that need urban sprawl. 

And what a place to sprawl in. There 
is confounding beauty here in bewilder- 
ing amounts. Half a day was required just 
to skirt the southern shore of Lake Bai- 
kal, the trip not even begun. The scale of 
Siberia is baffling. And so is everything 
else about it. Lake Baikal has seals — 1500 
miles from an ocean. Using a pair of flip- 
pers to drag tail all the way from the Ber- 
ing Strait must make a trans-Siberian 
train ride seem comfortable. 

We went east from the lake, through 
sandy plains and pine barrens, then into 
meadows and birch groves, riding through 
them all night. The full moon turned the 
birch trunks into streaks against the 
foliage — like lines painted on asphalt — so 
that every copse of trees seemed to have a 
pedestrian crosswalk. In the morning we 
were out on the rolling grasslands. Easy to 
imagine the Mongol hordes riding their 
horses across the horizon. Even easier to 
imagine the Mongol hordes playing golf. 
There was a strong resemblance toa PGA 
Tour venue, although with much longer 
fairways — like 100,000 yards. Par 900. 

We traveled into the Yablonovyy 
Mountains and the wilds north of Man- 
churia, following the Amazar River and 


threading between heights on a roadbed 
chipped from the riverbank cliffs. Beyond 
the mountains was the taiga, the boreal 
forest that covers an area of Russia larger 
than Western Europe. Anton Chekhov 
said, “You don’t pay attention to it on the 
first day of travel; in the second and third, 
you are surprised; the fourth and fifth day 
give you a feeling that you'll never get out 
of that monster of the Earth.” 

Of course, Chekhov was a Western 
European type at heart. To an American 
the taiga just looks like God got carried 
away with the recipe for northern Maine. 
The only thing monstrous about the 
Russian woods is that they bring back 
memories of summer camp. 

There were, however, no signs of sing- 
along or capture the flag or any other so- 
cial activity outside the train windows. 
Although there was a lot of trash, and 
not Big Gulp cups and Whopper wrap- 
pers, but trash equal to Siberia in size 
and scope — huge pieces of discarded in- 
dustrial equipment; big, twisted nests of 
20-foot I-beams; enormous, shattered 
chunks of rebar and cement. It looked 
like Godzilla had been littering. 

There were also occasional lone graves, 
neatly fenced and marked with handsome 
headstones. Maybe these are hero work- 
ers who died while laboring on the rail- 
road or soldiers from the civil war after 
the revolution. Or maybe these are trans- 
Siberian bathroom tragedies — people 
who stood too close to the track when 
someone in a passing train was on the can. 

I would have asked my fellow passen- 
gers about the graves, but nobody spoke 
English. People were friendly, and we 
shrugged and smiled at each other, but 
for four days I couldn’t actually say any- 
thing to anybody, and for a yammering 
Mick like myself, this was as bad as AA. 

Our route took us along the Amur 
River plain, and the country opened into 
an empty paradise. It was land that 
seemed to have been made for a human 
habitation that never came — ungrazed 
prairies, unfarmed bottom land, unfished 
trout streams, unhunted bird covers. In 
the marshes, acres of wild irises bloomed, 
fated never to join a bouquet. Plenty of 
wilderness has been spoiled by man. This 
had been spoiled by lack of him. 

We were close to the international 
boundary. I saw some ducks fly up from 
China. Crispy-fried or sesame-flavored? 
Border-patrol helicopters wandered 
overhead. Given the political confusion 
in Russia, they were probably trying to 
decide whether they were supposed to be 
keeping people in or keeping people out. 

We traveled into Yevreyskaya Avton- 
omnaya Oblast, the Jewish Autonomous 
Region, an area of bitter hills and tough 
climate that Stalin had set up as a Si- 
berian parody of Zionism — Frozen 
Chosen. Here the Jews could have a nice 
communist homeland, if they liked. And 
if they didn’t. There aren’t many Jews left 
in Yevreyskaya or much of anyone else. 

Beyond the Amur River and for the 
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last 400 miles south to Vladivostok, 
however, the countryside has been do- 
mesticated. That is, I saw a person every 
15 or 20 minutes. Usually the person was 
a babushka, one of those Russian grand- 
mothers who look like Boris Yeltsin in a 
dress. There were babushkas hanging 
laundry, babushkas chopping wood, 
babushkas in bikinis weeding their gar- 
dens, babushkas riding in motorcycle 
sidecars. It was Granny Nation. The 
men I saw were mostly piloting those 
motorcycles — motorcycles seemed to be 
the only form of transport. I didn’t even 
see tractors. Hay was still being cut by 
hand. There was one ancient bearded fel- 
low, leaning on his scythe and watching 
the train, who looked much too much 
like Father Time. Russia needs modern- 
izing. ['d rather deal with Father Day- 
light-Saving Time, who wears shorts and 
shades and carries a weed whacker. 

The land was good. But like so many 
good things in Russia, nothing good had 
ever been done with it. And I didn’t see 
any young people around to bring in 
Toros and Lawn Boys to replace the 
Grim Reaper. I suppose the young people 
are off in the cities seeking their fortunes. 


WELL, FORTUNE MAY BE FOUND IN 
Russia, and fame and beauty and truth 
and all that. And not just for the young 
or the mobbed-up or the connected. It 
could be the best country in the world — 
richer, roomier, grander than our own. 
Russia has fine prospects, big possibili- 
ties, great potential — everything you 
could wish for in a future. Also, every- 
thing you could dread in a past. The 
Russians now have the freedom to escape 
that past and the means to use the free- 
dom. Will they blow it? 

Probably. The Russians are, as their 
history has proved too well, human. Hu- 
mans can ruin anything if they put their 
minds to it. And there, at the end of my 
journey, was Vladivostok as an example 
of things blown. 

The great metropolis of Russian Asia 
occupies a crown of hills overlooking the 
Sea of Japan. The headlands embrace one 
of the finest deep-water ports in the Far 
East. It is a magnificent site for a city — 
too bad there’s not one there. Vladivostok 
is St. Petersburg without the palaces, 
monuments, canals and bridges. It is 


_ Moscow without the money, crowds and 


hustle. This should be the foremost mar- 
ketplace of food, fuel and materiel for all 
the raging economies of the Pacific Rim. 
Instead, the town is notable only for 
Mafia activity, trash on the beach (Vladi- 
dumpstok) and a Japanese restaurant with 
the second-worst-imaginable name: Na- 
gasaki. About half the Russian navy sits in 


the harbor, out of money to go anywhere. 


Vladivostok looks like, in the words of 
Russian writer Gleb Uspensky, “what 
could have happened to San Francisco if 
the Bolsheviks ever got there.” 


Fortunately, they were stopped in 
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Tennessee Whiskey ® 40-43% alcohol by volume (80-86 proof) © Distilled and Bottled by 
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JORDAN 


[ Cont. from 85] body who was powerless to 
prevent Collins’ death even if he had 
known about it; he was ineffectual toward 
the end of the civil war. It’s the young go- 
between, played by Jonathan Rhys-Myers, 
who on his own initiative tells Collins a lie: 
“De Valera will meet you tomorrow at this 
place.” And Collins, on his way there, is 
ambushed. What I wanted to show was a 
new, harder, more brutal generation of Re- 
publicans actually taking the initiative and 
ambushing and killing Collins. 

This go-between is no simple zealot — he’s 
cagey, with a trace of hero worship when he 
looks at Collins. 

An extraordinary actor. I think the as- 
sassin of somebody as interesting as Col- 
lins needs to be kind of interesting in 
himself. I just wanted somebody about 
whose face you'd ask questions. 

Whatever his fatigue and recklessness, Col- 
lins doesn't go meekly. 

Because I don’t think it was in his per- 
sonality, any suicidal urges. I decided 
that Michael went down still fighting. 

(Neeson himself, on reflection, says he 
played the scene from the leonine side of 
Collins’ character: “The artistic side of 
my brain wants to think, ‘OK, he offered 
himself as a sacrifice just to finish it, 
thinking that with his death it might stun 
the country, which it did, and get them to 
come to their senses.’ But the other side 
of what I know of the man, and I know 
him very, very closely now, is that when 
he was driving through those roads in his 
own back yard, and shots started ringing 
out, I think he went, ‘Fuck them, how 
fucking dare they?’ I think he just went 
ape shit. “You're not going to fucking do 
this in my own country. ... Fucking stop 
the car, Pll teach them a lesson.’ "Cause 
he had a temper that was ferocious.”) 

I understand that Julia Roberts came to her 
meeting with you already able to sing the song 
Kitty does in the movie. Did she come out the 
other end happy with the job? 

Julia was very proud of the movie, you 
know. She said to me, for the first time 
she feels like she’s been in a real movie. 

Filmgoers have come to expect a challeng- 
ing, often sexually driven twist in your pictures. 
Yet the love triangle among Collins, Kitty and 
Harry Boland is fairly conventional. 

It’s very simple — in a way, noble. We're 
talking about people that didn’t live with 
this kind of sexual self-awareness that we 
have nowadays. Their word was their 
word, courtesy meant courtesy, honor 
meant honor. These people actually 
spoke from the heart; they meant what 
they said. Even while you can see the com- 
plexity of their emotional triangle playing 
out, they still insist on the courtesies of life 
being paramount. It’s been very refreshing 
to deal with those relationships because 
there’s none of this awful kind of self- 


knowingness that you get these days. 
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When you read the letters, you realize 
Harry Boland was the far more eloquent 
character, far more poetic and sensitive 
than Collins himself, in terms of his verbal 
expression. So you wonder why Kitty 
went with the killer, in a way, but I sup- 
pose women always do. 

For better or worse, people may see that 
theme of betrayal that’s often invoked in and 
about your work, and read this film as a med- 
itation not only on the impossibility of revolu- 
tion succeeding, but of love as well. 

One of the problems in getting this 
film mounted, actually, was that the cen- 
tral character dies. In fact, most of the 
characters you care about die. At the 
end, everybody’s dead. So it is Shake- 
spearean in that way. But I’m only inter- 
ested in making films that stretch the 
language of the thing, that have the 
complexity that I think there is in life. 


LOOKING AS WEARY AS DIRECTORS 
who are engaged in principal photography 
always do, Jordan indulges the interrup- 
tion of an assistant with one of his slightly 
sad smiles. The production is moving 
south to Cork to shoot the killing of Col- 
lins. “On the very spot he died, there is 


now a monument and a cross,” says Jor- 


-dan. “You couldn’t do it there. So we 


found a valley, and we built a road into it. 
It was a little valley in West Cork called 
Beal mBlagh, which means ‘mouth of the 
flower.’ ” There is another slight smile as 
he rises. After a shoot that’s seen many an 
explosion, beating and gunshot, does the 
auteur of the psyche’s tangled interior 
have the will for yet another bloody action 
scene? He nods, not eagerly, and pulls on 
his coat with a parting shake of the head 
and says: “Sadly, ’'m good at violence.” @ 
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(512)396-5522 (24 hrs) http://clubprima.com 


ALOHA! Meet Women Worldwide! Thousands 
of happy marriages since 1974. Complimentary 
photo magazine: Cherry Blossoms: Box 190RS; 
Kapaau, HI 96755 (619)262-6025 Ext. 11 


GORGEOUS ASIAN WOMEN! Romance, 
Lifemates! Free Color Photos! PIC, Box 461873RS, 
LA. CA 90046. 213-650-1994 www.pacisl.com 


LATIN & RUSSIAN BEAUTIES! 
Free 56 pg, catalog. LatinEuro Introductions, Box 
26750-R, Fr.Laud., FL. 33320 (305)858-7766 24 hrs. 


PROFESSIONAL LATIN BEAUTIES Free 
catalog. SOTB, PO Box 274123, Tampa, FL 
33688 813-265-4504, http://www.sotb.com 


RUSSIAN LADIES, Truly beautiful, want to 
meet YOU! Free color photocatalog! Russia77; 
POB 888851; Atlanta, GA 30356 (770) 458-0909. 


LOVELY ASIAN LADIES abroad seek love, 
romance. Free photos/info - LOWEST RATES! 
PR, POB 1245V, Benicia, CA 94510 707-747-6906 


ASIAN WOMEN DESIRE MARRIAGE! 
Overseas. Reasonable Rates! Sunshine Int'l 
Penpals, Box 5500-WK, Kailua-Kona, Hawaii 96745 
(808) 325-7707. http//sunshine-girls.com 














An International Picture Personals 
Europe/Russia, So/Central America & Asia NOW 
China.) Ads from women WORLDWIDE seeking 
romance, friendship and marriage. 1,000 New listings 

monthly. FREE magazine: Foreign Relations: 

800-615-4631 (24 hr.) or www.kiss.com 


SELECT SOUTH AMERICAN LADIES! 
Tours, Free Photo Brochure, Promovideo $10! TLC, 
Box 924994R, Houston, TX 77292 (713)896-9224 


Beautiful Russian & Worldwide Ladies are 
Seeking Friendship & Marriage! Free Photo 
Brochure! Edgerton Int'l Dept. 3 RR#1 PML 


365, Bushkill, PA 18324 717-588-4000 (24hrs) 


BEAUTIFUL RUSSIAN LADIES 
Free 40-pg. catalog, Anastasia, Dept. 61, Box 906 
Winchester, KY 40392 Bai sl 





FREE INVENTION PACKAGE. Call Davison 
& Assoc. for customized Development, Patenting, 
and Licensing. Proven Results; 1-800-677-6382 


FREE Information Kit. “The Smart Way to 
Market or Patent Your New Product Idea”. 
The Concept Network. 1-800-835-2246 Ext. 197 


t con VERTERS | 
CABLE TV DESCRAMBLERS 


GUARANTEED 


INTELEStAR 


BEST 
BUYS 


SERVIC 
CALL US TOLL FREE ATAGUSTTaECEt re es 


1-800-835-2330 basa 


CABLE, DESCRAMBLERS 


Quantity Discou 
30 Day Tilal 
One Year waranty 


ACCESS VIDEO INC. 
1-800-381-5591 


CABLE TV DESCRAMBLERS & CONVERTERS 
30 Day Guarantee 1 Year Warranty 
Time Electonics 800-739-2253 












1,000 Factory Distributor Direct Items 
www.netwholesalers.com 


www.rocknrollsex.com The Adult Search Engine. 
A complete guide to sex on the net! 
Site reviews-FREE photos. This Service is FREE! 


Adults Only! (Very Explicit) 
http://www.nastygirls.com 
Sr hater pa 





LOS ANGELES § RECORDING WORSHOP 


LOS AMGILES Intensive Recording Engineer 
RECORDING ayo 


program taught in eleven studio 
NT complex, including SSL. Housing 
& financial aid ‘available. Catalog: 5278RS Lankershim 
Bivd., North Hollywood, CA 91601 818-763-7400 








‘DEVELOP YOUR 
CREATIVE TALENT IN 


fe) VIDEO PRODUCTION ° 

° COMPUTER ANIMATION ° 
MULTIMEDIA = 

® VISUAL COMMUNICATIONS 

fe) AND MORE fe) 

ra) ° 

© ° 





2-year programs ¢ Financial assistance 
available to those who qualify 


10 GREAT LOCATIONS 





@ Atlanta e Chicago © Dallas Denver 
@ fort Lauderdale « Houston © Philadelphia 
e Phoenix © Pittsburgh ¢ Seattle 

a (Programs not available at all locations) 
° 
fay 


1°800:424-2800 
http://www.ail.edu 


THE ART INSTITUTES INTERNATIONAL’ 





300 SIXTH AVENUE, PITTSBURGH, PA 15222 


©THE ART INSTITUTES INTERNATIONAL", INC., 1996 ROLST 
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RECORDING ENGINEER 
°22 WEEK MASTER RECORDING PROGRAM 
*HANDS-ON TRAINING 
eINTERNSHIPS 
*¢FINANCIAL AID TO QUALIFIED STUDENTS 


®"""o,, 1-800-562-6383 


rc} tis, “Q 2300 E. Broadway Rd. 
O o Recording = Tempe, AZ 85282 


Arts G Soences — vy tn 














LEARN THE ART OF 
RECORDING 


Learn the practical skills needed to start a career asa 
recording engineer, producer or studio musician. *No 
previous experience *300+ hours/2months *6 studios 
with the latest equipment * Small classes 
* Job placement *Financial aid * Housing 
awed Call 1-800-848-9900 or 1-614-663-2544 
itu! The Recording Workshop 

MALE 455-F Massieville Rd, Chillicothe,Oh45601 


FuLl, Sail: 
mies 














S 
‘wv 


RCE ate 
Education.. 


FULL SAIL. is one of the most 
extraordinary educational experiences in the world 
offering hands-on training in eighteen cutting-edge 
studios. ® If your career dream lies in audio, film, 
digital media, or video, thisis the place. Financial Aid 
i available to those who qualify. job placement 
assistance. ACCSCT Accredited. 


www. fullsail.com 
3300 University Blvd - Winter Park (Orlando), FL 32792 


+1800 226 7625 


JOBS AVAILABLE 


ALASKA EMPLOYMENT 
Fishing Industry. Earn to $3,000- $6,000+/mo.! 
Call (206)971-3512 Ext. A90382 


Get Paid For Reading Books! 
$100 each. Send name, address to: 
Calco Publishing (Dept C-977), 22 North Plains, 
Wallingford, CT 06492 | 


CRUISE SHIPS JOBS! 
Cruise & Land-Tour positions available. World 
Travel. Call (206)971-3552 Ext. C90382 


EASY WORK! EXCELLENT PAY! 
ASSEMBLE PRODUCTS AT HOME. 
CALL 1-800-467-5566 EXT. 12159 


MOVIE & TV 
VIDEO 


FREE SEARCH SERVICE: every film worldwide. 











Buy * Sell * Trade * Rent * Broker * Auction. 


24hrs, 365 days, 1-800-849-7309, Fax: 1-770-227-0873. 


POSTERS & 





PHOTOS 


HENDRIX to HOLE; original gig posters 60’s - 
90's. EXTENSIVE SELECTION. Also, videos, 
t-shirts, hats, etc. 4 full color catalogs, $2. Artrock, 


1153 Mission, Suite RCL SF, CA 94103. 415-255-7390 


85¢ CONCERT PHOTOS. 
Free Catalog with sample. S&M Photos, 
Box 6064R, Laguna Niguel, CA 92677 
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POETRY 


POETRY PUBLISHED. Send up to 4 & 
SASE $300 award. Quill Books, P.O. Box 
3109-RS, Harlingen, TX 78551-3109. 


ne ee ee 
POETRY CONTEST Win CASH, be published 
in Best New Poems. Send one poem to: Poet's 


Guild, Box 10900-R, Parkville, MD 21234 


WIN $1,000!!! 


POETRY CONTEST 


Win the $1,000 Grond Prize. FREE GIFT just for enter- 
ing! Send 1 to 3 poems, 30 lines or less to: 


liad Press 
36915 Ryan Road, Suite R11 @ Sterling Hts., Ml 48310 


POETRY CONTEST! 
$24, 000 Send one original poem 


20 lines of less to 
in prizes The National Library of Poetry 
awarded annually 


11419 Cronridge Drive 
Possible Publication 












PO Box 704- 10326 
Owings Mills, MD 21117 









RECORDS, TAPES 
P. <A oft » Jicaat ~} 


Tired of BROKEN JEWEL CASES? Discover the 
Allsop StrongBox"™"! A unique new jewel case guar- 
anteed not to break. For a FREE STRONGBOX ™ 
Sample call 800-426-4303; ask for CD offer #103 


FREE CD CATALOG 
Previously owned CDs, unbeatable prices, 
100% guaranteed. Visit Web Site www.useded.com 
USEDCD, PO Box 31, Jericho, NY 11753 
Call 1-888-USEDCDS (873-3237), fax 516-677-6007 


FANTASTIC SELECTION OF IMPORT 
COMPACT DISCS! Catalog $1: CDC Co. 618 
S. Northwest Hwy., Suite 120, Barrington, IL 60010. 


FREE CD/CASSETTE CATALOG, LOW 
prices, Barry Publications, 477 82nd Street, 
Brooklyn, NY 11209 


IMPORT CDS. Music books & Memorabilia. 
Records & Videos. Catalog $l. Music Mail Order, 
Box 20708, Greenfield, W/I 53220-0708. 


PSYCHICS 


YOU HAVE THE ANSWERS OUR 
PSYCHICS CAN HELP YOU FIND THEM 
1-900-226-5838 OR 1-800-943-9960 V/MC/AX/DS 

$2.98/MIN., 18+, AAPN, 213-966-4201 








Psychic Messengers 
Live ethical readings 7-days, 24 hrs. 
900-255-1224-$3.95 800-462-5189-33.70 


The Key ToYour Future is our Gifted Psychics! 
900-448-4337 or 800-615-6127 
V/MC, $3.98/min 18+ AAPN, BH, CA 213-966-4201 


Stop Confusion! Live your Dreams - Best 
Psychics in U.S.A. 1-900- I-Guide-U (448-4338) 
3.98/min. 1-888-308-3388 2.98/Min 
V/MC/AX/DS/CK 18+ AAPN (213)966-4201 


Psychic Samples - Unlimited Calling 
1-800-207-5736 Find out how. 
Adults over 18, For entertainment purposes only. 


pe Happiness 


\W Talk Live to the 
ay BEST Psychics in 
Matters of the Heart. 
Get Answers 
From Psychics 


Who Care 


ee Ue oe ee 


FIRST 2 MIN FREE! $3.99/MIN. AFTER 


1-800-626-4343 
Creoir carp on cueck. AS LOW AS $1.93/MIN! 


24 Hours. 18+. ENTERTAMMIENT PURPOSES ONLY. 





I 
HHAT YOU CAN AFFORD: @ 


We won't need to predict your financial ruin 
because you just gol charged $3.99 per min. 


LIVE TAROT KEADINGS! 
Talk live with professional psychics... You pay 
NO “900° CHARGES! « Dial Direct NOW! 


1-268-404-4533 





Success ° Money $ © Difficult ron 


K INTO YOUR FU J 
ensational Results 
ae era all ; $3.87 


" 
AS ao 
a } 
1-9! Ne 860-144 . 
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VIDE EO 


for your HEAD! 


STUNNING 60 minute voyages in 
image and sound 
from ALPHA CHANNEL VIDEO! Video 
Mandalas; Things for what Else they are; 

The Ambient Set. 19.95 ea. +S &H. 
ERE CATAL MS 


1-800-766-2429 


FREE CATALOG: Sex Pistols, Replacements, 
Flaming Lips, Fear, Babes in Toyland, Ween, Devo, 
Wire, Cramps, & more! Restless Mailorder Dept. R, 
1616 Vista be Mar Ave. eens CA 90028 





www.foryourhead.com 





SONI FP FIs 
LOOKGUT! RECORDS: Avail, Green 


Day, The Hie Fives, Mr. T Beveicics OPIV, Pansy 
Division, Pinhead Gunpowder, Queers, Rancid, 
Riverdales, Screeching Weasel, Smugglers, Squirtgun, 
Vindictive, Wat Tyler, Wynona Riders, Send 1 for 
catalog to: LKRS P.O. BOX 11374 Berkeley, CA. 94712 


TlEP CeCe aT Te +(e Am AT ere 
© 


g ; 
FREE MUSIC CATA! ix! Alternative, 


Metal, soundtracks, etc. Write: Catalog (RS) 2345 
Erringer Rd. #108 Simi Valley CA 
93065....www.iuma.com/Metal_Blade 


CLEOPATRA RECORDS 


NEW RELEASES OUT NOW! 
Tributes to: 

AC/DC, PINK FLOYD, 
SIOUXSIE & THE BANSHEES, 
THE SISTERS OF MERCY & 

DEPECHE MODE 


hY¥YpNOTic RECORDINGS 


, LCD - Endor Fun 
Sweden's #! dance act and answer 
to the Chemical Brothers! 
Various Artists Hypnotic Sounds, 
featuring tracks from LCD, 
The Future Sound Of London, 
Juno Reactor, System 7 and more! 















All new FREE 100 page Catalog of : 
Industrial, Punk, Gothic, Trance, Ambient, Progressive... 
8726 S. Sepulveda STE D-82 LA, CA 90045 
cleopatra@tunanet.com 
http://www.hallucinet.com/cleopatra 















TWIN VISION 
(900)860-5777 
since 1989 still only $3.25/min. 
PAMELA (“Mel”) Pin #1006 
Leading Reader in USA - Relationships 
SONJA Pin #1014 
Clairvoyant - New To America 
The Psychic Institute has rated us #1 in 


America for the past 2 years! 









onlays Ss answers in 
tomorrow's vision. 


+ Major credit cards 
- Your personal check, by storie Cuseholb e/ 
-Pay in person at a nearby location 

For entertainment only. Must be 18+. 


RECORD 


We here at Ng Records do not 
condone the use of animal skin 
for clothing. unless it’s for leather 
By the way. check out 

our Web Site: 


panties. 


www.ngrecords.com 





World: ation Records 


| iwealoops 
and groups. ailage Gian Perfume Tree, Scenic, Stan, 


= 
no 
og BR 


Prison Expt. For free catalogue call 1-800-818-6377. 


Create Be Bee! 


NWE.VD Recotds Catalog. Dangerous yet melodic 
punk rock from around the world..music no one 
else carries. POB 60369 San Diego, CA 92166 


Custom Promotional Cards To Market Record 
Releases, New Bands, Sound Studios & More 
@ Call Now for Information & Sample Kit! 


Modern Postcard 


1-800-959-8365 














forming at Shows locally; Free Report: ProSingers 
Soundtraxs,Att:ursula Box 1106,Bridgeview, IL 60455 





TICKETS To All Shows! KISS Reunion, Phish, 
Radio City Christmas Show, Knicks, Rangers, 
Giants, Jets , All Broadway! MC/Visa: (203)869-0060. 





FREE FOR WOMENT! 1-800-888-6069 
The Person You Want To Meet Is Out There! 
FIND A NEW ROMANCE TODAY. 

18+, 24 HOURS A DAY! 


PHONE 
ENTERTAINM™MENT 


PLEASE NOTE: 

NEARLY ALL OF THE SERVICES LISTED 
BELOW INVOLVE CHARGES OR FEES 
WHICH WILL APPEAR ON YOUR 
PHONE BILL. 

THE FOLLOWING ADS ARE INTENDED 
FOR ADULT USE ONLY. 18 AND OVER 
PLEASE. LOCAL, LONG DISTANCE AND 
INTERNATIONAL PHONE RATES MAY 
APPLY. 


Party/Datelines! 
Tami - 18 yrs old, 95 lbs, 5'1", blonde 
Horny Wives 1-800-365-8454 | Nymphos!01I-239-9423 
Amy & Kelly 011-239-9258 Gay Boys! 1-268-404-4634 
1-800-507-9293 


HORNY H.S. SENIORS 800-735-5243 
HORNY BLACK GIRLS 800-666-4188 
CHEATIN’ YOUNG WIVES 800-470-2878 
HORNY ORIENTAL GIRLS 800-741-7548 


Mistress Sabrina 1-800-905-7874 18+, $2.99/min 


Gay Party 1-268-404-7885 Backdoor! 01J-592-584-305 
Gay Boys! 1-268-404-7886 Spankings! 1-888-300-2800 
Lon 1 Gay Hunks! 1-800-290-WACK 69¢+/m LD 


HOT CHEAP CHICKS 
1-268-404-4485 
HOT LIVE GAY GUYS 
1-268-404-4481 
Must be 18/Int’l Tolls Apply 








ky. Willing to travel, let’s meet. 1(800)-809-6996 


HOT CHEAP PARTYLINES 
1-268-404-4489 
1-664-410-1169 

Adults/Int'l Toll Apply 


SUPER HARDCORE! 1 ON 1 & FANTASY 
Adult 1-800-743-2229 * 1-900-745-3544 18+ 
Gay 1-800-347-6626" 1-900-745-049982/mn +Up 


NASTY YOUNG STUDENTS _ 1-800-830-6699 
CHEATING YOUNG GIRLS _ 1-800-816-4739 
MARRIED BUT LOOKING 1-800-666-9597 
International Girls 011-239-9073 $2.99/min 18+ 


' 1-800-792-2569 
EXOTIC FANTASY Q11-239-9022 














Posing * Wrestling * Dominance “ Bodyworship 
1 (888)-253-FLEX  1(900) 820-FLEX 
UNFULFILLED MATURE LADIES 

Horny, Kinky & Very Willing! 

1-900-435-1730 O1l-239-9072 Intl girls 18+ $2.99/min 


KINKY OLDER WOMEN 
1-800-377-7588 
1-900-435-6659 18+, $2.99/min. 


LIVE TALK OR EXPLICIT FANTASY 
1-900-745-0333 or 1-800-959-1661 C. Cards 
GAY MEN: 1-900-745-0444 $1-3/1/2min/18+ 


SWINGERS! BISEXUALS! 
Get Real Local Names & Phone Numbers 
1-900-420-0420 Ext. 263 $2.95/min. 18+ 


SEXFINDERS™ - Explicit Personals 
Women Call Free 500-488-5239 (23¢ toll only) 
Men call 900-993-1256 or 800-377-3549 $2.99/min 18+ 


HOT Explicit Bisexuals-Lesbians!! —_1-800-869-BI4U 
HOT Explicit Gay Talk!! 1-800-366-GUYS 
HOT Uncensored LIVE Girls!! _1-800-272-DEEP 
Real TV/TS HOT LIVE Action!! 1-800-741-7799 
MC/VISA/AMEX 18+ or 1-212-986-0320 


1-268-404-6896 18+ LIVE! GIRLS! GIRLS!GIRLS! 
1-809-490-2653 int'l Id CHEAP & WILD!!! 
011-683-8461 24 Hrs! KINKY COEDS LIVE! 


FOR A GOOD TIME CALL MONA 
live! 1-800-593-MONA $2/mn v/me/checks 18+ 


ULTRA HARDCORE low int'l Id O11-592-597-910 
NASTY GIRLS LIVE! pvinc 1-268-404-4460 
BARELY LEGAL 18+ O11-592-597-904 


PRIVATE CONNECTIONS LIVE TALKLINE 
Guys Meet Single Women Live & 1 on 1 
1-900-737-CHAT 99¢/min. 24 hours 18+ 
Ladies Call Free 1-800-590-TALK 


GAY BOYS! 
CALL NOW! FOR EXOTIC1ON1 18+ 
011-592-1901 Int'l LD Rates Apply 


INNOCENT GIRLS 
Need Men To Practice Their Nasty Habits On! 
1-800-657-(CHAT)2428 18+ 


GAY BOYS DIRTY TALK 
1-900-435-1085 1-800-861-6775 
BISEXUALS: 18+ 1-900-745-7071 


HARDCORE Heaven fr. 60¢/min 1-809-490-2951 
KINKY FANTASIES 24hrs! O1-592-597-761 
"s Talk DIRTY Live! 18+ OL1-683-7698 





Submissive Young Girls 
Local Swingers 

Housewives at Home 1-818-865-1711 
Bi Curious Men 1-800-291-2232 18+, $2.99/min 


LOOSE LIPS LIVE 1-ON-1 
$2/min 18+  1-800-3-TEAM69 _cc/checks 


PERVERT PIT fr.59¢/min Ol1-592-597-936 
LIVE! HOT & NASTY! 18+ _OI-373-973-2628 
EAVESDROP LINE 24 HRS! _ Oll-592-597-970 


HOTTEST PHONE LINES!!! 
1:1,2:1, Str, Dom, Bi, Chat, Shemale, Orgy 
1-800-311-9129 1-900-993-2464 
18+ Live and Recorded $2.49 - $4.99 per min. 
Hot, Exciting And Kinky Live Girls! 
The Cheapest and the Best! 99¢ per min. 18+ 
1800 499 IONI (1661) * 1900 990 1000 


GAY GAY GAY GAY 
1-809-563-9025 LIVE 1 on 
HOT STEAMY CONVERSATION 
Int'l LD Applies, 18+ 


HOT GAY COLLEGE GUYS 
Call 1-268-404-6593 LD rates 18+ 


LIVE ONE-ON-ONE. WILD women want to 
talk to you now! Major credit cards. $2 per min. 5 
min. minimum. Over 18 only! 1-800-822-GIRL 


I'm Hot and Waiting for a Wild Time! 
The Cheapest and the Best! $1.98 per min. 18+ 
1800 390 LIVE(5483) * 1900 666 5300 


NAUGHTY & NASTY 
HOT, SWEET, SEXY! 
1-809-563-9524 
Int'l LD Applies, 18+ 




















EXPLICIT HARDCORE TALK!!! 
The Cheapest and the Best! $1.98 per min.18 & older. 
1-800-977-ION1 °* 1-900-745-5151 


HOT LIVE PHONE TALK $ .99/min 


212-741-1202 21+ 


Lonely Housewives Need Relief!!! 
The Cheapest and the Best! $2.98 per min. 18+ 


1-800-77-HORNY (46769) * 1-900-448-8000 


SIZZLING HOT LIVE PHONE TALK 
1-800-238-LIVE (5483) 
$1.69 per minute 


LIVE LIVE LIVE LIVE 
Hor Adult Fantasies! 
1-809-563-9013 
No taboos! 18 + Int'l LD Applies 


GIRLS - HOUSEWIVES - GAYS- COUPLES 
Names, Phone Numbers, Addresses 18+ 
1-800-921-DATE (3283) 1-900-745-4560 $2.99/min 
1-900-321-MEET 1-305-977-3456 1-800-52I- MEET 


KINKY Young Girls $2.99/min 1-900-435-1109 


Over 21 


HARDCORE Domination 1-900-993-WHIP 
BACKDOOR BABES 18+ 1-900-993-8545 
INTIMATE Connections UNCENSORED 


Guys Meet Single Women IONI Live 24 Hrs 
1-800-810-LICK 1-800-638-8487 $199/mn 18+ 


THE NEW HOT GAY LINE IS OPEN! 
18+ LIVE FOR MEN 
011-592-595-675 As low as 69¢/min. 


UNCENSORED, WILD, HOT 
GROUP ACTION Ol11-592-595-456 
KINKY HOTLINE O11-592-595-457 

Int'l LD As low as 69¢/min., 18+ 


THE PEACE PARTYLINE! 
1-801-473-4567 LD to Utah 18+ 


CLUB PARADISE - Cyber Chat House! 
Talk Live, send whispers, Get HOT! 
1-900-267-0202 $2.99/min 18+ 


GET OFF FAST! $2.99/mn 800-973-6699 
HORNY TALK! 18+ 900-745-2133 
BIZARRE - CHEAP! FROM ONLY 69¢/min 18+ 
WILD PARTY BABES 1-268-404-5497 
LESBO CHICKS 011-592-578-009 
PERVERTS PASSIONS 011-239-9430 
#1 GAY PARTY 1-268-404-5407 
GAY CRUISE O11-592-578-387 
BI-CURIOUS MEN 011-373-990-9799 


DICKS ALL GIRL REVIEW (LIVE) 
1-800-79-DICKS credit cards & cks $2/mn 18+ 


CTA’s Top CHAT/DATELINES 
607-252-6000/315-233-1630/268-404-6884/ 607-252-6066 
LD toll Applies, No extra charges, Cal Tel Ass. 1996 


MAN SCAN! 
HOT NEW GAY ACTION! 
Meet The Best, Screen The Rest 
18+ 1-809-490-8006 Int’l LD as low as 60¢/min. 


EAVESDROP LINE. Listen in on uncensored 
LIVE phone fantasy calls 212-691-2444 
99¢/min. No minimum. Over 2L 


JOIN US IN BOYS TOWN! 
WHERE ALL THE GAY ACTION IS 
18+ 011-592-599-837 











LET IT ALL HANG OUT! _Int'l Rates Apply 
NASTY NYMPHOS! 24 HRS __ OlI-509-900-070 
HARDCORE FANTASIES! 18+ _011-509-900-015 
More BACKDOOR Bambi _ int'l Id 011-509-900-209 
HOT SEXY GIRLS FREE CALL! 
18+ CALL NOW 1-800-408-8080 





MAN TALK IS CHEAP!! 
The Gay LIVE Connector Service Is Now Open! 
NYC 1-618-668-4125 LA 1-618-668-2625 
SF 1-618-668-4116 Chicago 1-618-668-4145 
FL & TX 1-618-668-4230 
Nat'l 1-618-668-4111 
Must Be 18+ No cc’s needed 


Petite & innocent girls waiting for you! 
The cheapest and the best! $2.98 per min. 18+ 
1 800 260 7100 * 1 900 666 6300 


TALK TO HOT BEAUTIFUL BABES 


Call Now! 1-800-869-9538 
18+ Multiple Billing Options 
HOT WILD SEXY 
1-ON-1 HOTLIVE TALK 
1-800-238-LIVE $1.69/min. 
ADULTS ONLY!! (Very Explicit) 
HOT GAY ACTION: 1-809-490-8044 
SUBMISSIVE 19 YR. OLDS: 1-800-664-9992 
2 HORNY GIRLS & YOU: _ 1-800-520-3825 
LESBO ACTION: OL-592-597-879 
LOCAL SWINGERS: _ 1-800-757-2428(CHAT) 
ASIANS, Fresh Off The Boat: —_1-800-659-6661 
GAY PARADISE: 1-809-490-8275 
UNFULFILLED GAY MEN: _01-592-599-448 
DOMINANT MISTRESSES: _ 1-800-659-4321 
BUSTY GIRLS: 1-800-326-3301 


#809 from 60/min. OL-As low as 69¢/min. 18+ 


Mulk. Billing Option for #800 Int'l Toll Applies 


KINKY & UNCENSORED TALK!!! 
The Cheapest and the Best! $198 per min. 18+ 
1-800-230-WILD (9453) * 1-900-255-0000 


HOT LIVE PARTYLINE 
1-619-295-GIRL(4475) NO CC NEEDED 


KINKY BAD GIRLS 18+ O11-592-597-695 
EAVESDROP LINE! 24hrs! — Oll-592-597-699 
BACKALLEY BABES fr.60¢/min O1-592-597-684 


HORNY YOUNG GIRLS 900-435-2280 
NAKED HOUSEWIVES 800-524-5969 
GET OFF FAST 18+ $2.99/mn 900-745-1296 


HOT YOUNG COEDS 1-809-490-3300 
EXOTIC LIVE TALK 


BARELY LEGAL Int'l rates apply 1-800-743-0000 


HOT YOUNG COLLEGE GIRLS NEED men! 
Real names & #’s or Live 800-915-3866 900-435-4260 
YOUNG HORNY TV’s want Bi-Curious MEN! 
Live Hot Talk! 800-543-2883 900-745-3469 18+ $2.50 
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special collection of sexual products, dedicated 

to communication and sensual well being. 
Experience the unique as well as the traditional with 
our 40-page catalogue including lotions, lubricants, 
massage products, toys, lingerie, personal stimula- 
tors, erotic books, and sensual videos. 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing to 
lose and an entirely new world of enjoyment to gain. 
Send $4.00 which will be applied to your first order. 


Our 100% Guarantee: Confidentiality, 
Product Quality, Customer Satisfaction. 


The Xandria Collection, Dept. RS1196 
P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131-9988 
Send me a Xandria Gold Edition Catalogue. Enclosed is $4.00 
| to be applied to my first order. ($5 CAN., £3 UK.) 

| | am over 21 years of age: 


| Signature required 
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j Address 
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Yandria. 165 Valley Or. Brisbane, CA 94005-1349. Void where protibited by law 
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Atlanta hip-hop duo OutKast enter the space race with their second LP, “ATLiens” CH H aRT it 
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Rolling Stone 
The first eee inch cs a thon the a endm 
Readers Top t 10 Oct. fs 1996; the second, chert ea ne ark — 1 JANET JACKSON 
the third, number of weeks in the Bdlboard 200. ° ; my 
4 PEARL JAM wt Damsail Boas Poe See When-I Think of You” - AGM 
Sos 4.4 CELINE DION 29 a mite 
— de SEES a Falling Into You - & GLASS TIGER 
2 R.E.M. 550 Music/Epic 14 ' "Don’t Forget Me (When I'm 
New Adventures in Hi-fi - 2.2 NEW EDITION , 3 Gone)” = Manhattan 
Warner Bros. . —= 
Home Again - MCA | 
| eee == a>  ISTROEYS 
3 ALICE IN CHAINS 3.4 ALANIS MORISSETTE 68 “Too of ; 
wo of Hearts” — Atlantic 
Unplugged - Columbia Jagged Little Pill - 3 ; 
Maverick/Reprise’ !? 7 i 
Pieces of You — Atlantic 4 SET IT OF "Throwing It All Away” — Atlantic 
———— Soundtrack — East West ———_———— —— 
5 THE CRANBERRIES 5.5 BLACKSTREET 3 3 TINA TURNER 
No Need to Argue — Island Another Vevelen Ipaerscope “Typical Male” — Capitol 
6 NO DOUBT 6 SHERYL CROW 1 6 HUEY LEWIS AND THE NEWS 
Tragic Kingdom — pane ey OS ASME 2 “Suck With You" — Chrys 
Trauma/Interscope "23 BEM. a) 
” 411 ew Adventures in Hi-fi - | 7 DON JOHNSON 
Warner Bros. “Heartbeat” — Epic 
31] — Capricorn/Mercury oY Sets in» (Ha 
— 8.8 KEITH SWEAT 14 
8 JOUN MELLENCAMP Kath et ~ Elie GLORIA LORING AND 
Mr. Happy Go Lucky — Mercury 9.6 OPAC 33 CARL ANDERSON 
"Friends and Lovers” —- USA Carrere 
9 METALLICA All Eyezon Me~ pa Se Re 
Load — Elektra ON oe ee 9 CYNDI LAUPER 
10.7 PEARL JAM 3 “True Colors” — Portrait 
40 THE SMASHING PUMPKINS | Ns Cade aE : _ 





Mellon Collie and the Infinite OUT KasT | a © 1996 by Billboard Publications Inc. and | 20 pARYL H ALL 







































































pa ats Photograph by Kwaku Alston | amen abe fmt aps i Se me aka 
This chart is based on a survey of RS subscribers con- | merals indicate multemillion sales. Gold and platicacm sales : : — 
ducted by DialAmenca on Oct. 1-2, 1996. | certified by the Recording Industry Asocaton of America. Copyright ™ 1986 by Billbosrd Publications inc. 

>» “THE WHOLE ‘ALIEN’ CONCEPT IS ABOUT BEING = a 
different,” says rapper Antwan “Big Boi” Patton — 
ALTER NATIVE ALBU MS (right) of OutKast. “Being outcasts, being alienated, but MIV VI DEOS | CLUB P LAY | ‘*e 
4 BECK accepting who you are.” There’s also ESOL forsci-..| 4 31] 4 VANESSA DAQU 

Odelay - DGC/Geffen ence-fiction fans on the Atlanta hip-hop duo 8 second own" "Two to Tango” — Krasnow Ent/MCA 
Se eS effort: ATLiens (which debuted at No. 2 inthe Billboard | = 7 = 
2 NEARLY GOD 200 and spent four weeksin the Top10) features mellow, 2 THEFUGEES | 2 EEL ercuaritee aE ‘ i , 

Nearly God — Island funky astro ditties with titles such as “Millennium” and "Ready or Not” | PRODUCTIONS 

“E.T. (Extraterrestrial).” | ——______ | “Stomp” — Qwest/Warer Bros. | 
3 SEBADOH It’s not all high-concept, though - OutKast truly believe 3 KEITH SWEAT SS 
oe Harmacy ~ Sub Pop that we are not alone. “It’s hush-hush,” says Andre “Dre” “Twisted” 3 ane eos a Fiedo/U = mn 
4 DJSHADOW Benjamin, “but the aliens made a deal withthe govern- | — oe : 

Enderoducs Mo: Wad ment. They want minerals we have onthis planetinex- | 4 METALLICA 4 ALISON LIMERICK 
Peer ere change for knowledge. Without aliens, the microwave | "Hero of the Day” "Where Love Lives 96" — Logic | 
3) NUSRAT FATEH ALI KHAN AND wouldn’t have come along so fast.” —SACHA JENKINS | Gh Ce Le. eS 5 KIMARA LOVELAGE ike): 

MICHAEL BROOK | 5 SOUNDGARDEN "Only You” - King Street 

Night Song — Realworld/Caroli "Burden in My Hand” a | 
= Sa @ ALANIS MORISSETTE | ——__________ | 6 _ PULSE FEATURING ANTOINETTE 
6 THE WEDDING PRESENT | | peti | 6 FILTER ROBERSON | 

Sy ; | UJ. K. ALBUMS | Jagged Little Pill — Maverick/Reprise - ~ "Won't Give Up My Music” - 

turnalia ~ Cooking Vinyl ee "Jurassitol Jellybecn 
SS ae ae RETA SOARED 7 BELINDA CARLISLE — A -> = 
7 ‘OR. OCTAGON Ke Columbia A’ Woman and dian = Chrysalis 7 —BLACKSTREET | 7% ME'SHELL NDEGEOCELLO 
Ecologyst — Bulk SEPT ie "No Diggity” "Who Is He and What Is He to You"— | 
TT. a 2 Nee ee 8 OCEAN COLOUR SCENE SS Maverick/Reprise | 
ew Adventures im St.= . a 
he se Wamer Bros/WEA Moseley Shoals — MCA Pe TEU Cee S GLORIA ESTEFAN | 
eS re a 2 tee! "Sixth Avenue Heartache” "Youll Be Mine (Party Time)” - Epic 
9 THE APPLES IN STEREO 3  JAMIROQUAI 9 IRON MAIDEN a eee 
ST SRN & Traveling Without Moving — Sony S2 The Best of the Beast - EMI 9 RAGE AGAINST THE MACHINE 9 ROBERTA FLACK 
Ai et dcaah ete oees 4 NIRVANA SSS "People of the Sun” “Killing Me Softly With His Song” - | 
40 JONATHAN RICHMAN From the Muddy Banks of the hat Se ee 
Thay J hae Vapo Wishkah — Geffen (What's the Story) Morning Glory? - 10 SUBLIME 410 JENNIFER HOLLIDAY 
ur eT {Oo jond — T —_eeS“0le0Q0OoeaeG0u0q03Qeeee—_eeeeeeeeeeeeee . ” 
This issue’ alternative chart is based on sales at 3 THE FUGEES re Se eG = te ee ee Gdis 
Rockaway Records, in Los Angeles. The Score — Columbia Copyright © 1996 by Billboard Publications Inc. Copyright © 1996 by Billboard Publications Inc. | Copyright © 1996 by Billboard Publications Inc. 





136 - ROLLING STONE, NovemBER 14, 1996 COMPILED BY TONY ROMANDO 


STYLING BY CARLTON JONES FOR ZOL!I STYLE; GROOMING BY CHERIE COMBS FOR THE CRYSTAL AGENCY 







Introducing K- YS Sig we. | 
“Another good me , 
nights sleep, lost ——_ 


+ 
For those intimate evenings, new K-Y® Liquid™is the ultimate in lubrication. Designed to give 
i you a silky, super-smooth feeling like no other lubricant. Just use a little for a natural feeling that goes a long way. 


[t's water based, so it’s safe to use with latex condoms. New K-Y Liquid. Something to keep your eyes open for. 


New K- Y Siquid. Making iB ee Better 


©0PC 1996. 
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et Hey, let’s talk about the oF: were. i ‘AT. | 2 fate) good, right? So I’ve got 
Sa a solution. Drink 3 glasses of Sk im m ca lay | you'll foyom=(—iad{atoa=||mual mers] (ell lan 
a _ you ale Pa Aldalolele th e fat. . St 9 check he ous Ciaocito, baby! 






7 = 


=< 


